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IHTRODUCTORT OBSERVATIONS. 



EifOLUH FOBTsr coDstitatefl one of the most hriDiaiit 
portionfl of the intellectual histoiy of Modern Europe. 
The era of English Poetry commences with the Norman 
luTasion. Anglo-Saxon Poems had existed; but their 
topics, their rudeness, or the decaj of the language, 
extinguished them in the presence of a superior dialect 
and a more fortunate time. The few that remain, are 
merelj memoriok of some barbarian erent, or harsh 
attempts to throw some superstitious fable into metre. 
The riolence of the Norman Conquest, that shook the 
laws and institutions of England, also shook the 
language. But here the violence was more than 
compensated by the norelty, richness, and yigour 
of the results. The poetical soil was ploughed roughly ; 
but, in the act, its nati? e fertility was pat in motion^-* 



tile old mcumbraDcea were swept awa^, and n nevuid 
lovely vegetation was \e(t free to spread and luxtirialc. 
The transfer of tlie Norman Court to England, was 
the Imnsfcr of a warlike, romantic, and regal system, 
into a land of native generosity na^ courage, yet 
hitherto but little acquoiated witb the bigher tula 
of nations. The Conqueror, and hta descendants, 
brouglit witli them many noble recollections, much 
spirit- stirring pomp, and much picturesque ceremoniaL 
Italy was then the golden fount, from which llie minor 
urns drew light : and ihe intercourse of the Nonnan 
princes, the universal conquerors, wiili the fine^ region* 
of Europe, had raised their court to n comparative 
height of civilization. The Minstrel followed the 
Monarch, and was essential, not more to his indulgence 
than to his fame. Tlie wild traditions of the North ; 
the French and ItoUon narrauves of bold exploit, or 
idolatrous devotion to the Ses; and those oriental 
tales, whose high-coloured conceptions of GUpernatura] 
agency, royal grandeur, and superb enjoyment, cap- 
tivate us, even in our day of cold and chastised fancy, 
moved before the young mind of England like a new 
creation. If England had been left to the full exercise 
of her powers, thus awakened, probably no nation 
of Europe would iiave made a more rapid progress to 
the highest intellectual eicellence. But war came 
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acroM her, as the thunderbolt aerou the eagle's wiagi 
and her natural vigour was bitterly expended in tha 
struggles of rival usurpers, and in foreign wars, fruitless 
of all, but those apples of Sodom, the glories of the 
sword. 

Yet PoetTj is a part of human nature, and exists 
whererer man exists. A succession of poets rose in 
even this tumultuous period. But their efforts perished, 
either from defect of abili^, or from the want of popular 
leisure, when life and possessions were in perpetual 
hazard. At length, Chaucer* appeared, and established 
a fame, that forced its waj through the difficulties 
of his age. It is a fine remark of Bacon, that, * while 
Art perfects things by parts, Nature perfects all 
together.' The triumphant periods of nations hare 
this excellence of Nature— -opulence, arms, and intellect 
flourish at the same time : the vegetation of the imperial 
tree is urged ut once through all the extremities, and 
throws out its vigour alike in branch, leaf, and bloom. 
The reign of Edward 111. had placed En^and in a 
high European rank, and with her rank came intellectual 
honours. 

Chaucer's mind was cost in the mould of Poetry, 
and bis genius was practised and enriched by the mosi 

' Bom in London, 1328, died 1400. 
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■ingniar diversity of knovrled^ nnd Bitaation. He 
vas a classical sludt - lawyer, a soldier, n mathems- 
tician, aud a theolo^i Uia successive emplojnieiits 

placed the wliolo round of life before hie eyes. Ha 
begaD, by being n member of both universities; he 
tben travelled on the Conlinenl ; returned to study 
law i became an of&cer of the palace ; went to Italy as 
on envoy ; was a comptmller of the customs ; was an 
exile for the reformation ; wad & prisoner; nnd closed 
his TBj-ioua and agitated career, by retiring from the 
world, to correct those Poems by which he was to 
live when the multitude of his glittering and haughty 
compeers were forgollen. 

Chaucer wag the earliest successful cultivator of tlie 
harmooy of the English language. His quaimneasea 
and occasional irregularities of thought and diction, 
belong to his lime ; but ho has passages of copious 
and honeyed sweetness that belong to the finest poetic 
perception alone. 

Spencer* arose in the luost memorable period 
of English history, the reiG;n of Elizabeth. And his 
career, though less diversified ihon that of his great 
predeceasor, yet had much of similar interest and 
change. Ha was early introduced to the stately 

■ Bom In London, 1553— Died I5?0. 
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eowt of Elizabetht and was led there by Sydney, the 
very genius of romance and heroism. He next visited 
the Gontioentt then vivid with arts and arms ; and, as 
the envoy of Lord Leicester, visited it in a rank which 
gave liim the most fortunate opportunities. In Ireland 
he next saw the contrast of a people naked of the 
arts and indulgences of life, but exhibiting singular 
boldness and love of country ; a rude magnificence 
of thought and habit ; a stately superstition ; and a 
spirit of proud and melancholy romance, cherished by 
the circumstances, climate, and landscape of their soiL 
To those influences on the poet's mind may be attribu- 
ted some of the characteristics of his poetry, for hi 
Ireland, and in the midst of its most delicious scenery, 
he completed the " Fairy Queen." 

The faults of this celebrated poem are obvious, and 
must be traced to Spencer's admiration of the Italian 
poets. The attempt to personify the passions, and the 
prominent characters of his time, involves the story in 
confusion. Continued allegory exhausts and defeats 
the imagination. But his excellence is in his language ; 
and few can think of the story, in the incomparable 
sweetness and variegated beauty of his lines. To this 
hour Spencer is a spring of English inexhaustible, from 
which all the leading poets have drawn, and which it 
still firesh and sparkling as ever. 
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PanegTiic sinks before the name of Shakefpeare.* 
His dramatic fame haa become proverbial, and is now 
beyond iucrcase or diminution by posterity. If tbe 
conduct of liis plays be sometimes dilatory, perplexed, 
and improbable ; no man ever redeemed those errors 
by such triumphant power over the difficulties 
character and poetry. His knowledge of the workings 
of tbe human breast in all the varieties of passion, gives 
US the idea that he had either felt and registered every 
emotion of our being, or had attained tlie knowledge 
by some faculty restricted to hioiaolf. He is, above 
all poets, the poet of passion ; not merely of the violent 
and gloomy distortion into which tlie greoicr trials of 
life may constrain the mind, but of the whole range of 
the simple, the lovely, and the sublime. Hia force and 
flow have the easy strength of llie tide; and his lights 
and shadows are tlirown with the rich negligence, yet 
with the intensity and grandeur of the colours of 
heaven on the ocean. 

Shakespeare's fertility increases the surprise at this 
accumulation of poetic power. Within twenty-three 
years he produced thirty plays, indisputably genuine ; 
and contributed largely to five more, if be did not 
altogether write them. Of the tliirly, twelve are 

* Dam U StralTorU upon Avon. 1504— died, 1616 
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master-pieeet, whose equals are not to be found in the 
iHmle compass of the living languages, nor perhaps 
of the dead. Yet, susceptible as he must have been 
of the poet's delight in praise, he seems to have 
utterly disregarded fame. He led his writings to 
the false and garbled copies of the theatre. It is not 
known that he even cared whether they ever passed to 
posterity. He retired from active life — from the 
pleasures of general society, which he must have been 
eminently capable of enjoying — and from authorship, 
a still severer sacrifice, — while he was yet in the prime 
of years, and gave himself up to the quiet obscurity 
of the country, without allovring us room for a sus- 
picion that he ever regretted his abandonment of the 
world. 

No man ever seems to have been so signally un- 
conscious of what mighty things he was doing, or of 
the vast space that he must fill in the eyes of the fu- 
ture. And this unconsciousness, the rarest distinction 
and clearest evidence of great minds, crowns his su- 
premacy; for if must have proceeded from either the 
creative facility that made all effort trivial, or the still 
nobler faculty, that sense of excellence, whjch makes 
all that genius can do feeble and dim, to the vivid and 
splendid form of perfection perpetually glowing before 
the mind. 
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HiltonV genim was equal to his themes and hit 
theme comprehended the loftiest, loveliest, and most 
solemn subjects that touch the heart or elevate the 
understanding of man. We live at too remote a 
period to discover how hi his powers may have been 
excited or trained by his time. But the characteristic 
of the poetic mind is, to be impressed by all influences, 
to be laying up its treasures from every event and 
vicissitude, to be gathering its materials of future bril- 
liancy and power from the highest and lowest sources, 
from the visible and the invisible, till it coerces those 
vaporous and unformed things into shape, and lifts 
them up for the admiration of the world, with the 
buoyancy and radiance of a doud painted by the sun. 
The stem superstitions of the republicans, the military 
array of the land, the vast prayer-meetings, and the 
fierce and gloomy assemblages, whether for war, coun- 
cil, or worship, are to be traced in Milton ; and the 
most unrivalled fragments of the ' Paradise Lost,' may 
be due to his having lived in the mids*^ of an age of 
public confusion, of sorrow and of slaughter. 

Milton was the most learned of poets. Learning 
oppresses the nerveless mind, but invigorates the 
powerful one. The celestial armour of the Greek hero, 

* Bom in London, IGOd, diod 1674. 
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which let in death to his fiseble firiendt only gsTe celes- 
tial speed and lightness to the limbs of the chosen 
champion. But the tnie wonder b, the faculty by 
wliich Milton assimilates his diversified knowledge, 
and makes the most remote subscrrient to his theme, 
Hb scholarship is gathered from all times and all lan- 
guages ; and he sits in the midst of this various and 
magnificent treasure firom the thousand provinces of 
wisdom, with the majesty of a Persian king. 

Dryden* revived poetry in England, after its anatbe 
ma by the Puritans, and its corruption by the French 
taste of Charles 11. and his court. He was the first 
who tried the powers of the language in satire to any 
striking extent : and his knowledge of life, and his 
masculine and masterly use of English, placed him at 
the summit of political poets, a rank which has never 
been lowered. No English poet wrote more volumi- 
nously, and none retained a more uncontested superi* 
ority during life. By a singular fortune, his vigour and 
fame increased to the verge of the grave. 

A rapid succession of Poets followed, of whom Pope 
retains the pre-eminence. His animation and poig- 
nancy made him the favourite of the higher ranks ; a 
favour which seldom embodies itself with the permanent 

• Born, 1631, diad 1700 
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fbelingi of a people. But tbepoetiy ordie ^Kaayoa 
Mid," liowevcr founded i incous system, hfts 

die great preservative qunlitiea send dowji auilior- 

sliip tD remote times. Its dig brce, and grandetir 

fix it on tlie llirono ofdidaclic] y. Pope's com pK- 
ance witli haliiin, then annctioned i ' the first names of 
aociely, has humiliated his muse. But no man vtU 
dcaire to extinguish the good for the sake of the ctH; 
nnd in the Vast and various beuiily, morality, and grace 
of Pope, we may wisely forget that lie ever wrote ui 
UDWonhy line. 

It is not tlio purpose of this rapid shetcli to man 
than allude to subsequent writers. Our own age Una 
produced individuals, whose ability will be honoured to 
the lalesl period of the language. But the genuine 
praise of lha Poet rests with posterity : and of thos^ 
noble ornaments of our country, and it can possesB 
none nobler, happily all survive, with the excepdon of 
Heats, Wolfe, and the mightier name of Byron. 

Keals died at nu early age, probably long before 
his powers were matured ; but not till he had given 
promise of excellence in his peculiar style. His 
versification was chiefly formed on the model of 
Spencer; and few as his poems are, they exhibit a 
rich and delicate conception of the beauty of out 
language 



Wolle*i fiune chieftj resti on a fin« poem to the 
aemorj of Sir Jdia Moore. 

Lord Bjron't merito and defects, as a poet, have 
be«a largely attributed to the persona] .temperament 
thet aceounts for, and palliates, his persona] career. 
The constitutional irritability which embittered his daj«, 
probably gave birth to the pride, sternness, and mis- 
antlirophy of his style, its love of the darker passions, 
and its sullen and angry views of human life. But 
the error was often nobly redeemed by the outbreak of 
a noble mind, by touches of the finest feeling ; flashes 
of sunshine through the gloom ; ristas of the rosiest 
beaotf, through a mental wilderness that seemed to 
hare been bared and blackened in the very wrath of 
nature. 

Like all men of rank, he had temptations to contend 
with, that severely try man. Fortune, flattering com- 
panionship, and foreign life, were his natural perils ; 
and we can only lament that, when a few years more 
might have given him back to his country, with his 
fine faculties devoted to her service, and cheered hy 
true views of human life, his career was closed. IJis 
moral system as a poet is founded on the double error, 
that great crimes imply great qualities ; and, that virtue 
is a slavery. Both maxims palpably untrue ; for crime 
b so much within human means, that the most stu- 



^ 



pendous crime may be committed by the moM aljeot 
of human beings. And common experience showi, 
(lint to be superinr to our hnbita and pnssionB is t&S 
oiiiy true freedom ; while »''- — if tlie wildest UcenBa 
is only eo niucli tht J and bowed down. 

Uut on the grave of B^iuu mere n lie but one ingcrip- 
tion — ihnt living long enough lur fame, lie died loo 
soon for his country. All hostility should be sacrificed 
oil ihe spot where the remains of the great poet deep; 
and no man worthy lo tread ihe ground, will approach 
it but with homage for his genius, and sorrow tJmt such 
genius should have been sent to darkness, in the hour 
when it might hare be^uii to fulfil ita course, aud, 
freed from the mists and obliquities of its rinug, run iu 
high career among the eiilighleners of mankind. 



The object of this volume is to give such a selection 
from our eminent wriiers, as may best exhibit their 
styles of thought and language. Ail their beautiea il 
would be impossible to give. But the following pages 
contain iimny of those passages on which their suthore 
would perhaps be most content to be tried at the 
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tribunal of iiopularity. There are other Authors from 
vhom this Tolume would gladlj have adduced esctracts, 
but its size was previously restricted ; and such is the 
opulence of English poetry, that to comprehend all, 
many volumes must have been formed, instead of one. 
I feel the more privileged to speak favourably of the 
following Selection, from the limited part which I have 
borne in it ; a considerable portion of the materials 
having been collected before the work came into my 
hands. The volume was commenced, and in a great 
measure carried on, by a literary friend, to whom the 
idea originally suggested Itself as a personal amuse- 
ment ; and who persevered in it from the feeling, that 
the writings of the great poets of England cannot l>o 
put into the popular hand too often, in too pleasing a 
form, or under too accessible circumstances. 
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BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 



CHAUCER. 



PROM THE FROLOGUB TO THB CANTERBURY TALI 



Befellb, that in that season on a day, 
In Southwark at the Tabard as I laj, 
Ready to wenden on my pilgrimage 
To Canterbury, with devout courage, 
At night was come into that hostelrie 
Well nine and twenty in a companie 
Of sundry folk, by aventure yfodle 
In fellowship, and pilgrims were they aU 
That toward Canterbury wolden ride. 
The chambers and the stables weren widet 
And well we weren eased at best. 
And shortly, when the sun was gone to 
So had I spoken with them every one, 
That I was of their fellowship anon, 
And made agreement early for to rife, 
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To take our way lliere as I you nilvisi-, 

But nalhelesB, while I have the time und space 
Before I further in the tale do pn?s. 
It aeemeih mc accordant unto reason, 
To tell unto jou all the condiiioa 
Of each of them, ao aa it seemed me. 
And who they we™" ■""' ■■*■ •"'"■• degree i 
And eke in what . re in, 

And at a Knight t..^.. iirsi irdgin. 

A Knight there was, and thai n worthy uu> 
That from ihe lime tlial he at first began 
To riden out, he loved chivalrie, 
Truthe and honour, freedom and courtesie, 
Full worthy was lie in liie lord's war, 
And thereto had he ridden, near and farre, 
As well in Clinstendom as in Heatheneu, 
And ever honoured for his worthiiieas. 
At Alisaiiilr' lie was when it wo^ won, 
Full ollentimc he had the field outdone 
Aboven all the nations warrinjr in Prueae, 
In Lettone had he travelled, and in Russe 

With many n noble army had he been. 
Of mortal battlta had Iw seen fiReeu, 



And evermore lie had a sovereign jiraise, 
And though that lie was woriliy he wai wise. 
And of bis port aa meek at is a maid. 
He never yet no villony had saide 
In all Ilia life, unto no man or wigbl. 
He woa a very perfect noble Knight. 
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But for to tellen jou of his array, 
His horse was good, but yet he was not gay, 
Of fustian he weared a gipon. 
All besmutted with his habergeon. 
For he was lately come from his voyage. 
And wenten for to do his pilgrimage. 

With him there was his son, a fresh young Squire 
A lover and a lusty bachelor, 
AVith locks curled as they were laid in press ; 
Of twenty years of age he was I guess. 
Of his stature he was of equal length, 
And wonderf'ly agile, and great of strength ; 
And he had something seen of chivalrie, 
In Flanders, in Artuis, and Picardie, 
And borne him well, as of so little space, 
In hope to standen in his ladies grace. 

Embroidered was he, as it were a meade 
All full of fresh flowers, white and red, 
Singing he was, or fluting all the day, 
He was as fresh as is the month of May. 
Short was his gown, with sleeves full long and wide 
Well could he sit on horse, and fairly ride. 
He could songs make, and well endite. 
Juste, and eke dance, and well pourtray and write. 
Courteous he was, lowly and serviceaHe, 
And carved for his father at the table. 

A YEOMAN had he, and servants no mo 
At that time, for him pleased to ride so ; 
And he was clad in coat and hood of green, 
A sheafe of peacock arrows bright and keen 



Under his belt iie bare fnll tlirifKljr ; 
Well could he dress hid lackei j'eotnanl} . 
Ilia arrows drooped not with feathers low 
And in his liand lio bare a niiglily bow. 

A round head had ho, with a hrown visage i 
Of wood craft knew he well all the usage ; 
Upon his ami he bare a pav hrnri^r, 
Aud by his side a ;r, 

And on thai otliei „ -r, 

Haniessed well, a iia of spear; 

A crialofre on his oreust or BUTcr siicnc ; 
Ad horn- he bare, the haudrick was of green. 
A forester was he soolhly 1 guess. 

There also wns a Nun, a Prioress, 
That in her smiling was full simple andiCOy i 
Her greatest oath was but hy Saint Elcjr ; 
And she was cleped Mmlnmc Eglantine. 
Full well she sang the service diviuc, 
F!ntun«d in her uiiso full sweetly ; 
And French she spake full faire and fetisly. 
After the school of Stratford at Bow, 
For Freneb of Paris w:i3 to her unknowo. 
At meiit was she well ytswght willialt ; 
She let no morsel fmm her lips fall. 
Nor wet her lingers in her sauce deep ; 
Well could she carry a morsel, and well keep. 
That no drop neer fell upon lier breast. 
In courlcsic was set full much her tesL 

Aud certainly she was of great disport, 
And full pieuBOl, and nmiahle of port. 
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And took much pains to imitate the air 

Of eoait, and hold a stately roannerf 

And to be thoaffhten high of reverence. 

Bat for to speaken of her conscience, 

8be was so charitable and so piteous. 

She would weep if that she saw a mouse 

Caught in a trap, if it were dead or bled ; 

Two small hounds had she that she fed 

With roasted desh, and milk, and wasted breadt 

fiut sore she wept if one of them were dead, 

Or if men smote it with a staff smarte : 

She was all conscience and tender heart. 

Full seemely her wimple pinched was ; 
Her nose was strait ; her eyes were grey as glass ; 
Her mouth full small, and thereto soft and red ; 
Rut certainly she had a fair forehead. 
It was almost a span broad I trow, 
For certainly she was not undergrowne. 

Full handsome was her cloak, as I was 'ware 
Of small coral about her arm she bare 
A pair of beads, gauded all with green ; 
And thereon hung a broach of gold full shene. 
On which was first y written a crowned A, 
And afler, Amor vincU omnia. 

Another Nun also with her had she 
That was her chaplain, and of Priests three. 

A Monk there was, full skilful in the chace, 
A bold-rider, no better in that place, 
A manly man, to be an Abbot able ; 
Full many a daintie horse had he in stable. 
And when he rode, men might his bridle hear 

3* 
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whUtllng wind, ai clear, 
ud, aa doll) the cliopel bell ; 



This jolly Mnnk he let old things pasa, 
Aiii] held afti^r the new world the traca. 
He gave not for '•"■ "■" " ""11-. 1 Ijen, 
Tlmt saith that 1 f nieit i 

And that a Monk Jess, 

Is like unto a fish Lum » » inuriesa ; 
Thai ii to say, a Monk out of his cloister ; 
This ilhc text held he not worth Rn oyster; 
And 1 fihall say thai his opinion was good. 
Why should he eiady, and muke himself mad 
Or upon a book in cloister iilway pore, 
Or toil witli his Imnds, nnd labour. 
As Austin hid 1 how shall the world be aerred t 
Let Austin hare his toil to hiin reserved. 
Tiierefore he was n hnrd rider a right : 
Greyhounds he had ns swifi ai fowl of flight; 
or pricking und of hunting for the hare 
Was all bis lust, for no cost would he spare. 

I saw his sleeves all gnuded at the hand 
With fur, and that the hnest of the land. 
And for to fasten his hood under bis chioi 
He had of gold a curiously wrought pin : 
A love knot in the greater end there was. 
His heiid was bald, and shone as any glass, 
And eke his f:icc, as it bud heen anoint. 
He was a lord full fat and in good point, 
Hi;i eyes were deep, and rolling in his head. 
That steamed as a fnmtw of I? ad. 
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His boots souple, his horse in great estate. 
Now certainly he was a fair prelate, 
He was not pale as a tormented ghost ; 
A fat swan loved he best of any roast : 
His palfrey was as brown as is a berry. 

A good man there was of religion, 
That was a poor Parsone of a town ; 
But rich he was in holy thought and workf 
He was also a learned man, a clerk. 
That Christ's gospel truely would preaob. 
His parisheus devoutly would he teach, 
Benigne he was and wondrous diligent, 
And in adversity full patient : 
And such he was yproved often times ; 
Full loth were he to cursen for his tithes. 
But rather would he given, out of doubt, 
Unto his poor parishioners about, 
Of his offering, and eke of his substance ; 
He could in little thing have suffisancc. 
Wide was his parish, and houses far asunder. 
But he nor felt nor thought of rain or thunder, 
In sickness and in mischief to visit 
The farthest in his parish, much and oft. 
Upon his feet, and in his hand a staff* 
This noble ensaraple to his sheep he gave. 
That first he wrought, and afteiward he taught« 
Out of the gospel he the words caught. 
And this figure he added yet thereto, 
That if gold rust, what should iron dot 
And if a priest be foul, on whom we trust. 
No wonder if a common man do rust; 



StU 



Well ouglit a priest engample for to give. 
By liis cletuincBs, how his ahecp iihould live. 

He set not liis benefice to hire, 
Or left ilia aliccp bewildered iu tbc mire, 
And ran unto London, unto Saint Paul's, 
To scekeu him n chanterie for souls. 
Or with a brotherhood to be withold: 



8 fold, 
scarry. 



But dwelt at li 

So thnt the wolf 

He was a shepheiu 

And though he hul/ we 

He wan to sinful men m 

Nor of his speech dange: 

But in his tenching discr 

Ti.draw bis folk to bea — 

By good ensatnple, ~ 

Bui if were any pen rtate, 

Wlielher he were ot iiigti, ur low cstnie, 

Hiin would he reprove sharply for the nones, 

A better priest 1 trow tliat nowhere ii". 

lis waited af\er neitlier pomp ne revereuce, 

Nor maked him no spiced conscience. 

Kilt Christ's lore and hia Apostles twelve 

He taught, but first he fuliowed it himselve. 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE KINGS OF THRACE 4NP llfDiA. 

There mightst thou see, comiDg with Palanioiii 
The great Lycurgus, sovrein king of Thrace : 
Black was his beard, and manly was his face ; 
The restless glancing of his eyen bright. 
Shone with a glowing and a fearful light, 
And like a griffon looked he about. 

His limbs were great, his sinews hard and strongi 
His shoulders broad, his arms were round and long; 
And, as the manner was in his countree. 
Full high upon a car of gold stood he, 
Drawen by four bulls of milk-white hue. 
And in the place of any coat of maii, 
He had a beards skin, black as is a coal. 
His hair was long, and braided down his back. 
As any raven's feather shining black. 
A. coronet of gold, of greatest weight. 
Upon his head sat, full of jewels bright, 
Of rubies fine, and sparkling diamonds. 
*About his car there wenten snow-white hounds* 
Twenty and more, as great as any steer. 
To hunten at the lion or the deer ; 
And followed hitn, with muzzle fast ybound. 

With Arcitc came Emetrius, king of Inde, 
(Tpon a bay steed, trapped o'er with steel. 
Covered with cloth (»f gold, embroidered well, 
Kiding like the dreadful war god, Mars. 
His coat armour wa.-? of a cloth of Tarse, 
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Covered with pearls, wliite, rounJ, and great ; 

Hit saddle was of pure gold, nevrly bent ; 

A inontle upon liis shoulders hanging. 

Studded witli rubies, like red fire sparkling ; 

dig crisp hair into ringlela ran, 

Viillow, nnJ bright, and Bhining is the sunj 

Ilia nose was hivh. hia even hrii'ht and keen. 

His ]ip)«e3 roun„ anguine. 

And as a lion lin _ ^i 

Hia voice vras like ii »»...)>« inui.dering ; 

U|H>n hia head he wore of laurtil green 

A garland, IVegh and beauteous to be seen : 

And on his hand he bare, for hU delight, 

An engle tame, as any lily white; 

About him ran and played their wilful gama 

Full many a lion and a IcopArd tam«. 
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THE CAVE OF DE8PAIB 



Erb long they come, where that same wicked wigbt 
His dwelling has, low in a hollow cave, 
Far underneath u craggy cliff ypight, 
Dark, doleful, dreary, like a greedy grave, 
That still fur carrion carcases doth crave : 
On top whereof ay dwelt the ghastly owl, 
Shrieking his baleful note, which ever drave 
Far from that haunt all other cheerful fowl ; 
And all about it wandering ghosts did wail and howl. 



And all about old stocks and stubs of trees. 
Whereon nor fruit nor leaf was ever seen. 
Did hang upon the ragged, rocky knees ; 
On which had many wretches hanged been, 
Whose carcases were scattered on the green, 
And thrown about the cliffs. Arrived there, 
That bare-head Knight, for dread and doleful teene, 
Would fain have fled, ne durst approachen near; 
But the other forced him stay, and comforted in fear 
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That darksome cnve they enler, where they find 
That cursed man, low nitlijig od the ground, 
Muaiitg full sadly in hi^ sullen mind ; 
His grisly lock^, long groweii and unbound, 
])isordereil bung ahoui hia blioulderii round, 
And hid hia face; through which his hollow cyna 

Looked deadly a« astound ; 

Hifl raw-bone i lenury oud pine, 

Were shrunk into did neTor dine: 



IIU garmoni, nougb* '"'» ragged clouts, 

With thorns lofclht • d patched was, 

The which his nnki u wrapped abauts : 

And him hriide m the gross 

A dreary i-orso, re away did pass, 

All wnllowerl in iiui own yet lukewarm blood, 
That from hi* wound yet wi'lk'd, fresh, alas ! 
In which n niMy knife fast fixed stood, 
And made an open piusage for the gushing flood. 

Which piteous spoctnclo approring true 
The wofull tale thot Trcvisan had told. 
When na ihu gontlo rod-croas knight did view, 
With fiary f.tia\ ha burnt in courage bold, 
film In nvenge befora his blood was cold ; 
And to the villain said, " Tliuu damned wighl, 
Tha Huthor of this fbct we here behold. 
What Juitioe can but Judge nffninst thee right, 
With Ihlne own blood to price his blood, here shed 'm 
sight V 
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** WhfU frantic fit,'' quoth he, " hath thu<i diitraiight 
Thee, foolish man, so rash a doom to give t 
What justice ever other judgment taught. 
But he should die who merits not to live 1 
None else to death this man despairing drove, 
But his own guilty mind deserving death. 
I8*t then unjust to each his due to give? 
Or let him die that ioatheth living breath ? 
Or let him die at ease, that liveth here uneatb t 



" Who travels by the weary wandering way, 
To come unto his wished home in haste. 
And meets a flood, tlmt doth liis passage stay, 
Is*t not great grace to help him over post. 
Or free bis feet, that in the mire stick fast 1 
Most envious man, that grieves at neighbours* goods 
And fbnd, that joyest in the wo thou hast ; 
Why wilt not let him pass, that long hath stood 
Upon the bank, yet wilt thyself not pass the flood ? 



** He there does now enjoy eternal rest 
And happy ease, which thou doest want and craret 
And further from it daily wanderest ; 
What if some little pain the passage have. 
That make frail flesh to fear the bitter wave 1 
Is not short pain well borne, that brings long ease« 
And lays the soul to sleep in quiet grave 1 
Sleep after toil, port after stormy seas, 
Ease oAer v^ ar, death after life, doth greatly please.** 

4 
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The kniffht much wondered at his sudden wk, 
And said, ** The term of life is limited, 
Nor may a man prolong nor shorten it: 
The soldier may not move from watchful sted, 
Nor leave his stand until his captain bid.** 
" Who life did limit by almighty doom, 
Quoth he, ** knows best the term established ; 
And hOf that points the sentinel his room. 
Doth license him depart at sound of momiDg dmm 



*' Is not his deed, whatever thing is done 
In heaven and earth ? did not he 9II create 
To die again 7 all ends that are begun : 
Their times in his eternal book of fate 
Are written sure, and have their certain date. 
Who then can strive with strong necessity. 
That holds the world in his still changing state? 
Or shun the death ordained by destiny T 
When hour of death is come, let none ask whence nor wi^ 



**The longer life, I wot the greater sin ; 
The greater sin, the greater punishment : 
All those great battles which thou boasts to win, 
Through strife, and blood-shed, and avengemeiil 
Now praised, hereafter dear thou shalt repent t 
For life must life, and blood must blood repay* 
Is not enough thy evil life forespent ? 
For he, that once hath missed the right way. 
The further he doth go, the further he doth stray* 
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" Then do do further go, no further stray •; 
But here Jie down, and to thy rest betake, 
Th' ill to prevent, that life ensewen may. 
For what liath hfe, that may it loved moke, 
.\nd gives not rather cause it to forsake ? 
Fear, sickness, age, loss, labour, sorrow, strife, 
Pain, hunger, cold, that makes the heart to quake; 
And ever fickle fortune rageth rife ; 
h 1 which, and thousands more, do make a loathsome life. 

« 

** Thou, wretched man, of death hath greatest need. 
If in true balance thou wilt weigh thy state; 
For never knight, that dared warlike deed. 
More luckless disadventures did await. 
Witness tJie dungeon deep, wherein of late 
Thj life shut up for death so oft did call ; 
And though good luck prolonged hath thy dote* 
Yet death then would the like mishaps forestall, 
Into the which, hereafter, thou maist happen fall. 



** Why then dost thou, O man of sin, desire 
To draw thy days forth to thfir last degree ? 
Is not the measure of thy sinful hire 
High heaped up with huge iniquity 
Against the day of wrath, to burden thee T 
Is t not enough, that to this lady mild 
Thou falsed hast thy faith with perjury. 
And sold thyself to serve Duessa vile, 
With whom in all abuse thou hast thyself defiled! 
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*' Is not he juot that all this doth behold 
From liighest Iieaveii, and bears an equal eyo t 
Shall he thy sins up in his knowledge fold. 
And guilty be of thine impiety t 
Is not ills law, Let every sinner die, 
Die shull all flesii ? what then must needs be done. 
Is it not better to die willingly, 
Than linger till the glass be all outrun 1 
Death is the end of woes : die soon, O fairy^s son.** 



The knight was much enmoved with this speech. 
That as a sword^s point through his heart did pierce; 
And in his conscience made a secret breach, 
Well knowing true all that he did rehearse. 
And to hifl iVesh remembrance did reverse 
The ugly view of his deformed crimes ; 
That all his manly powers it did disperse, 
As he were charmed with enchanted rhymes. 
That oftentimes he quaked, and fainted oftentimes. 



In which amazement when the miscreant 
Perceived him to waver weak and frail, 
(Whiles trembling horror did his conscience daant. 
And hellish anguish did his soul assail,) 
To drive him to despair, ond quite to quail. 
He showed him p}«inted in a table plain. 
The damned ghosts that do in torments wail. 
And thousand fiends, that do them endless pain« 
With fire and brimstone, which for ever shall remaiik 
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The sight thereof so thoroughly him dismayed, 
That nought but death before his eyes he saw, 
And ever-burning wratli before liira laid, 
By righteous sentence of the Almighty's law. 
Then gan the villain him to over-craw, 
And brought unto him swords, ropes, poison, hrc, 
And all that might him to perdition draw ; 
^ And bade him choose what death he would desire : 
For death was due to him, that had provoked God's ire. 



But wlienas none of them he saw him take, 
He to him brought a dagger, sharp and keen. 
And gave it him in hand : his hand did quake. 
And tremble like a leaf of aspen green. 
And troubled blood through his pale face was seen 
To come and go with tidings from the heart, 
As it a running messenger had been. 
At last, resolved to work his final smart, 
He lifted up his hand, that back again did start. 



42 



SPENCER. 



1 1 

I 

I 



i: 



THE (^A^'E OF MAMMON. 

That liousc^s fornn within was rude and strong. 
Like nil huge cnvc hewn out of rocky clift, 
From whose rough vault the ragged breaches hung, 
Embossed with massy gold of glorious gift, 
And with rich metal loaded every rift, 
That heavy ruin they did seem to threat : 
And over them Arachne high did lift 
Her cunning web, and spri;ad her subtle not, 
Enwrapped in funl smoke, and clouds more black than jct. 

Both roof, and floor, and walls were all of ffold. 
But over/jrown with dust and old deeay, 
And bid in darkness, tliat none could behold 
The hue thereof: for view of cheerful dav 
Did never in that bouse itself display, 
But a faint shadow of uncertain li^bt ; 
Such UH a lamp whose life doth fade away ; 
Or as the moon, clothed with eloudv niijbt, 
Does show to biin that walks in fear and sad aflrigbf. 

And over all sad Horror, with ^rim hue. 
Did always soar, bealin<j: bis iron winirs; 
And after him owls and niirbt-ravens flew. 
The hateful messen<]fcrs of heavy things. 
Of death and dolour telling siul tidings ; 
Whiles sad Celleiio, sitting on a clifr, 
A song of bale and bitter sorrow sings, 
That heart of flint asunder could have rift i 
Wliicli having ended, after him she flictb swift. 
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DESCRIPTION OF PRINCE ARTHUR. 

At last she chunced by good hap to meet 
A goodly knight, fair marching by the way, 
Together with his squire, arrayed meet : 
His glittering armour shined far away. 
Like glancing light of Phoebus' brightest ray ; 
From top to toe no place appeared bare. 
That deadly dint of steel endanger may ; 
Athwart his breast a baldrich brave he ware, [rare: 
Thatshinedliketwinklingstars, Willi stonesmost precious 

And in the midst thereof one precious stone, 
Of wondrous worth, and eke of wondrous mighti 
Shaped like a ladies head, exceeding shone. 
Like liesperus, amongst the lesser hghts. 
And strove for to amaze the weaker sights; 
Thereby his mortal blade full comely hung 
In ivory sheath, ycarved with curious slights ; 
Whtise hilts were burnished gold, and handle strongi 
Of mother-pearl, and buckled with a golden tongue* 

His haughty helmet, horrid all with gold. 
Both glorious brightness and great terror bred; 
For all the crest a dragon did enfold 
With greedy paws, and over all did spread 
His golden wings: his dreadful, hideous head, 
Close couched on the beaver, seemed to throw 
From flamiuij mouth bright sparkles, fiery red, 
That sudden horror to faint hearts did show ; 
And scaly tail was stretched down his back full low. 
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Upon the top of all his lofty crest, 
A buncli of hairs, discoloured diversely, 
Witli sprinkled pearl and gold full richly dreflty 
Did shake, and seemed to dance for jollity ; 
Like to an almond tree, ymounted high 
On top of green Selinis, all alone, 
With blossoms brave bedecked daintily ; 
Whose tender locks do tremble, every one, 
At every iittle breath that under heaven is blown. 



His warlike shield all closely covered was, 
Ne migljt of mortal eye be ever seen; 
Not made of steel, nor of enduring brass, 
(Such earthly metals soon consumed bcene,) 
But all of diamond, perfect, pure, and clean 
It framed was, one massy, entire mould. 
Hewn out of adamant rocks with engine keen. 
That point of spear it never piercen could. 
No dint of direful sword divide the substance would. 



The same to wight he never would disclose. 
But whenas monsters huge he would dismay, 
Or daunt unequal armies of his foes. 
Or when the flying heavens he would affray : 
For so exceeding shone its glistening ray. 
That Phojbus' golden face it did attaint. 
As when a cloud his beams doth overlay ; 
And silver Cynthia waxed pale and faint. 
As when her face is stained with magic arts constraint 
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THE CAVE OF MERLIN. 

Forthwith themselves disguising, botbin strange 
And base attire, that none might them bewray, 
«To Maridunum, that is now, by cliange 
Of name, Cayr-Merdio called, they took their way : 
Ther« the wise Merhn, whylorae wont (they say) 
To make his wonne, low underneath the groujidf 
In a deep delve, far from the view of day ; 
That of no living wight he mote be found, 
Whenso he counseld, with his sprites encompast round. 

And if thou ever happen that same w(ty 
To travel, go to see tliat dreadful place : 
It is an hideous hollow cave (they say) 
Under a rock that lies a little space 
From the swift Barry, tumbling down apace 
Amongst the woody hills of Dynevowre : 
But dare thou not, I charge, in any case. 
To enter into that same baleful bower. 
For fear the cruel fiends should thee uuVares devoar. 

But standing high aloft, low lay thine ear. 
And there such ghastly noise of iron chains, 
And brazen cauldrons thou shalt rumbling hear, 
Which thousand spirits, with long enduring paius. 
Do tos^, that will stun thy feeble brains ; 
And oftentimes great groans and grievous stounilB, 
When too huge toil and labour them constrains ; 
And oftentimes loud strokes and ringing sounds, 
From under that deep rock most horribly reboundi. 
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The causte, some sny, U tliis : a little wkiie 
Hefure that Merlin died, h^ dlti intend 
A brazen wall in compass to compile 
About Cainnardin, and did it commend, 
Unto these Fprites to bring to perfect end ; 
During which work the Lady of the Lake, 
Whom long he loved, for him in haste did send* 
Who thereby forced his workmen to forsake, 
Them bound till his return their labour not to slaka 



In the meantime, through that false lady's train. 
He was surprized and buried under bier, 
Ne ever to his work returned again ; 
Natheless those fiends may not their work forbear. 
So greatly his commandement they fear. 
But there do toil and travail day and night, 
Until that brazen wall they up do rear ; 
For Merlin had in magic more insight 
Than ever him before or nfler living wight. 



For he by words could call out of the sky 
Both sun and moon, and make them him obey ; 
The land to sea, and sea to mainland dry. 
And darksome night he eke could turn to day. 
Huge hosts of men he could nhme dismay. 
And hosts of men of meanest things could frame, 
When so him list liis enemies to fray ; 
That to this day for terror of his fame. 
The fiends do quake, when any him to them does name 
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Are DOC these voodf 
More firee from peril thmn tbe emwiam 
Here feel we but tbe penaltT of Adam, 
Tbe seasons* difference ; as tbe icr £iAe, 
And churlish chiding of tbe wioter's wmd ; 
Which when it bites and bknrs upon mr bodT« 
Etcd till 1 ifariok with cold, 1 fauie. aad nr. 
This is no flatterr : these are counseUon 
That feelinglj persuade me what 1 am. 
Sweet are the uses of adTemtr ; 
Which Uke the toad, nglj and renomouf. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his bead ; 
And this our liie, exempt from public hamit. 
Finds tongues in trees, books in tbe running 
Sermons in stones, and good in erery dung. 
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MUSIC 

I am never merry when I hear tweet miuifii 

The rensoii is, your spiriu are uttcntifa : 
For do but note a wild and wanton heidf 
Or nice of youthful and unhnndled colti, ' 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and iMJ|^i^i loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their lilo«i|j: .: 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet aovifi^ 
Or any air of music touch their ears. 
You shall perceive them make a mutual aland, 
Their savnge eyes turnM to a modest gase, 
Uy the sweet power of music : tlierefiiiv ttit poet 
Did feign tjuit Orpheus drew trees, stones, Mtkd floods ; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage. 
But music for the time doth change his nature. 
The nmn that hath not music in himself. 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds. 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 
Let no such man be trusted. 



If music be the food of love, play on. 
Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again ; — it had a dying full: 
O ! it came oVt mv ear like the sweet south 

* 

That breathes upon n bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odour 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

RaMon that with lifey— 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none bat fools would keep : a breath thou art, 
(Senrile to all the skiej influences,) 
That do this habitation, where thou keep*8t. 
Hourly afflict: merely, thou art Death's fool ; 
For hion thou labourist by thy flight to shun. 
Yet run*8t toirard him still : thou art by no means Taliant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm ; thy best of rest is sleep. 
And that thou o(^ pro?ok*8t; yet f^rossly fear*8t 
Thy death, which is no more. Tliou'rt not thyself; 
For thou exist*st on tnany a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust : happy thou art not ; 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv*st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forget'st ; thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion sliifts to strance effects, 
After the moon : if thou art rich, thou art poor ; 
Fpr, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows. 
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey, 
And death unloads thee: friend hast thou none; 
For thy own bowels, which do call thee sire. 
The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 
Forendingthee no sooner: thou hast nor youth, nor ago i 
But, as it were, an after-dinner sleep. 
Dreaming on both ! for nil thy blessed youth 
Becomes as nged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; and when thouVt old, and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beaaljg 

5 



50 SHAKESPEARE 

To make thj riches pleasant. What's jet in this 
That hears the name of life t Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : jet death we iear« 
That makes these odds all even. 

All the world's a stage, 
And all the men and women merelj plajers; ^ 

They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plajs manj parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant. 
Mewling and puking in the nurse':; arms. 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then, the lover. 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then, tlie soldier* 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard ; 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the justice ; 
In fair round belly, with good capon lined. 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 
Full of wise saws and modern instances ; 
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slippered pantaloon ; 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 
His youthful hose well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish trci>le, pipes 
Tnd whistles in his sound, liast scene of all, 
Ahat ends this strange eventful history. 
Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 
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MERC?. 



The quality of mercy is not strained ; 

It droppeth as the gentle ruin from heaven 

Upon the place beneath : it is twice blessed ; 

It biesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 

*Ti8 mightiest in the miglitiest ; it becomes 

The throned monarch better than his crown : 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above tliis sceptred sway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show likest 6od*8, 

When mercy seasons justice. 



MOONLIGHT. 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our earn ; nod stillness and the night, 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica : look, how tlie floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with pntines of bright gold : 
There*8 not the smallest orb, which thou behold^st, 
But in his motion like an angel smgs. 
Still quiring to the young-cyed cherubims : 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 
Bat, whilst this muddy vesti^n*. of decay 
Doth frroMly closa h in^ we cannot hear h. 




ll&NKT IV U(D RICHAiU) IL 

YuRK. TliKii, a» I luid, the duke, great BoUngtxNdu^ 
Mounted upon a hot and fierjr need, 
Wliich Ills ugpiring rider seemed li 
Wiih glow, but etutely pace, kept oi 
While all toii^nt;s cried— God !'avuiliee,Bolingbrokel 
You wuuld have thought the vuiy windows apoke, 
So many iireedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyaa 
Upon his vbiigo ; and that all the walls. 
With painted imagery, had snid at oiice — 
Jeau preserve thee ! welcome, Biillngbroke ! 
Whilat he from one side to the other turniug, 
Bure-hcaded, lower than his proud steed'i neck* 
Bespnke them thuB — I thankyou, Countrymat .■ 
And thus still doine, llius he paas'd along. 

Ddch. Alas ! poor Richard ! where rid he the while t 
York. A3 in n theatre, the eyes of men, 
After a well graced actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bcm on him timi enters next, 
Tliinkiiig his prattle (o be tedious: 
Even so, or with much loure contempt, men's eyeit 
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God gar« him [ 
No joyful tongue gave him hia welcome home ; 
But duit was thrown upon his sacred head 1 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off. 
His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of Ins grief and patience, — 
That had not God, for aomo strong purpose, steeled 
The hearts of men, ibey must perforce have meltod. 
And borbarisra itself have oitied him. 
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W0L8EY. 



Naj then, farewell, 
I have touched the highest point of all mj greatncff ; 
And from that full meridian of my dor}% 
I haste now to my setting : I shall tall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 
So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man ; to-day he puts fortli 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost; 
And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness was a ripening, — nips his root, 
And then lie fulls, as I do< 1 have ventured. 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
These many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth : my high blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left mej 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye; 
I feel my heart new opened : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes' favours. 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 
The sweet aspect of princes, and our ruin. 
More pangs and fears than war or women have ; 
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And wlien he falls, he fulls like Lnciier, 
Never to lio^e again. 

Crnmwell, I ilitl not think to bIimI a tear) 
In nil my miseries ; but thou liast farced me 
Out nf thy lionest irulli tu plnjr the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: nnd thus fur hear me, Croinwelll 
And, when 1 am forgotten, as I ehsU be. 
And slviip in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me must more be hcnrd — sny, I Inught thee,^ — 
Say, Wolsey, that onco trnd ilie ways of (ilory, 
AtiJ souaded all ilm (lt'ptli!i and shonls of Iioiiour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise iu ; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master missed it- 
Mark but my full, and that which ruined nic : 
Cromwell, 1 charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
By thai sin fell the angels : how cnn man then. 
The image of liis Maker, hope to win by it t 
Love tliyaelf lust ; clierii>h those hearts that hats thee | 
Corruptiun wiaa not more than honesty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not ; 
Let uH the ends tliou aim'st at be ihy country's, 
Tby G<id'8,nnd Truth's, then if ihou f(iirst,0 CromweU, 
Tlnm fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; 
Tliere take an inventory of all I hnie, 
Tu the lost penny : 'tis the king's ; my robe, 
Arid my integrity to heaven, is nil 
I dure now cull my own. O Cmmwell, CromweU, 
Had I but served God with half tlie zcnl 
I servud my king, he would not in mine og« 
Have lufl ntc to mine enemies. 
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DEATH. 



To be, cr not to be, that is the question : 
Whether Uis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune. 
Or to take up arms against a sea of trouble 
And, by opposing, end them? — To die — to sleep- 
No more ; — and by a sleep to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to : — 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To die,^-to sleep ; — 
To sleep ! perchance to dream ; aye, there's the rub ; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause : — ^there's the respect, 
That makes calamity of so long life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumelj. 
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? who would furdels bear, 
To groan and sweat under a weary life ; 
But that the dread of something after death,-— 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear the ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of! 
Th'ift conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
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And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o*er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
And lose the name of action. 



HUMAN LIFE. 

To morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the last syllabic of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, Out, brief candle ' 
Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player, 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Signifying nothing. 



I have lived long enough : my way of life 
Is fallen into the sere, the yellow leaf: 
And that wliich should accompany old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have ; but in their stead. 
Curses, not loud, but deep ; mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not 



MiLTON. 

FROM SAMPSON AOONISTBt. 

• 

A LITTLE onward lend thy guiding hand 
To these dark step«» a little further on ; 
For jonder bank hath choice of sun or shade t 
There I am wont to sit, when any chance 
Relieves me from my task of servile toil, 
Daily in the common prison else enjoined me ; 
Where 1, a prisoner chained, scarce freely draw 
The air imprisoned also, close and damp, 
Unwholesome draught : but here I fe^l amends. 
The breath of heaven fresh blowing, pure and sweeCf 
With day-spring born ; here leave me to respire. 
This day a solemn feast the people hold , 
To Dagon their sea-idol, and forbid 
Laborious works : unwillingly this rest 
Their superstition yields me : hence with leave» 
Retiring from the popular noise, I seek 
This unfrequented place to find some ease ; 
Ease to the body some, none to the mind. 
From restless thoughts, that like a deadly fwarm 
Of hometi armed, no sooner found alone, 
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But rush upon me thronging, and present 
Times pnst, what once I was, and what am now* 

O wherefore was my birth from heaven foretold 

Twice by an Angel, who at last, in sight 

Of botli my parents, nil in flames ascended 

From off the altar, where an offering burned. 

As in u fiery column charioting 

His godlike presence,— 

Why was my breeding ordered and prescribed 

As of a person separate to God, 

Destined for great exploits ; if I must. die 

l^etrayed, captived, and both my eyes put out, 

Made of mine enemies the scorn and gaze ; 

To grind in brazen fetters under task 

With this heaven-gifted strength t O glorious strengtli 

Put to the labour of a beast, debased 

Lower than bond-slave ! Promise was, that I 

Should Israel from Philistian yoke deliver : 

Ask for this great deliverer now, and find him 

Eyeless in Gaza« at the mill with slaves, 

Himself in bonds under Philistian yoke. 

But chief of all 
O loss of sight, of thee I most complain ! 
Blind among enemies, O worse than chains, 
Dungeon, or bejrgary, or decrepit age ! 
Light, the prime work of God, to me extinct. 
And all her various objects of delight 
Annulled, which might in part my grief have easod; 
Inferior to the vilest now become 
Of man or worm : the vilest here excel me; 
They creep, yet see ; I, dark in light, exposed 
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To daily fraad, contempt, abuse, and wrong ; 

Within doors or without, stiJJ, as a fool, 

In power of others, never in my own. 

O dark, doiiL, dark, amid the blaze of noon, 

Irrecoverablj dark, total eclipse. 

Without all hope of day ! 

O, first-created Beam, and thou, great Word, 

' Let there be light,' and light was over all, 

Why am I thus bereavM thy prime decree t 

The sun to me is daik 

And silent as the mooik, 

When she deserts the night, 

Hid in her vacant interlunar cave. 

Since light so necessary is to Iif«^ 

And almost life itself, if it be true 

That light is in the soul, 

She all in every part ; why was the light 

To such a tender ball as th* eye confined. 

So obvious and so easy to be quenched t 

And not as feeling through all parts diffused, 

That she might look at will through every pore^ 

Then had I not been thus exiled from light. 

To live a life half dead, a living death. 

And buried : but, O yet more miserable ! 

Myself my sepulchre, a moving grave ; 

Buried, yet not exempt 

By privilege of death and burial. 

From worst of other evils, pains, and wrongs ; 

But made hereby obnoxious more 

To all the miseries of life. 

Life in captivity 

Amoni( inhuman foes. - 
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Many are the saying;* of the n 
In ancient nnd in modern books enrolled, 
Elxinlling patience us the truest fonitude ; 
\nd to the benring well of nil caloniitie*. 
All clinnces incident to man's frail life, 
(^onsolatorieB writ 

Willi studied argument, and much persuasion » 
Lenient of griefand anxious thought ; 
Hut will] the afflicted in liii pangs their sound 
Little prevails, or rather seems a tune 
Hnrsh, nnd of dissonant mood from his coraplaiDt; 
Unless he feel within 
Sume source of consolation from above, 
Suciel refreshin^« that repair his atrengUi, 
And fainting ipirits uphuld. 



PBOSl "PAHADISELOST." BOOK tit. 

Hail, holy light, nSspi^ng of heareu first boro, 
Ur of tile eternttl, co-eternul beam ! 
May I express thee unblemcd T Since God is li^t, 
And never but in iinapproached liglil 
Dwt^lt from eternity, dwell then in ihee, 
llrighi effluence of bright essence uncreate i 
4)r hearest thno, ratlicr, pure elherial stream, 
Whose tounlnin who sluill tell t Before the Sua, 
Before the Heavens thou wert ; and at the voice 
Of God, as niUi a iiiai.lli-, did invest 
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The rising worid of waters, dark and deop» 
Won from the void and formless infinite. 
Thee I revisit now with bolder wing. 
Escaped the Stygian pool, though long detained 
In that obscure sojourn, while in* my flight 
Through utter and through middle darkness borne. 
With other notes than to the Orphean lyre, 
• sung of Chaos and eternal Night, 
Taught by the heavenly muse to venture down 
The dark descent, and up to renscend, 
Though hard and rare : Thee I revisit safe, 
And feel thy sovereign, vital lamp ; but thou 
Revisitst not these eyes, that roll in vain 
To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn ; 
So thick a drop serene hath qucnclied their orbs, 
Or dun suffusion veiled. Yet not the more 
Cease I to wander where the Muses haunt. 
Clear spring, or shady grove, or sunny hill, 
Smit with the love of sacred song ; but chief, 
Thee, Zion, and the flowery brooks beneatli, 
That wash thy hallowed feet, and warbling flow. 
Nightly I visit : nor sometimes forget 
Those other two, equalled witli me in fate, 
So were I equalled with them in renown. 
Blind Thamyris and blind Moeonides, 
And Tiresias and Phineas, prophets old ; 
There feed on thoughts that voluntary move 
Harmonious numbers ; as the wakeful bird 
Sings darkling, and, in shadiest covert hid, 
Tunes her nocturnal note. Thus with the year 
Seasons return ; but not to me return 
Day, jr the sweet approach of even or mom, 
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Or siglit of vernal bloom, or summer's rose 

Or flocks, or herds, or human face diyine ; 

But cloud instead, and ever-during dark 

Surrounds me, from tlie cheerful ways of men 

Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fair, 

Presented with a universal blank 

Of Nature*s works, to me expunged and rased. 

And wisdom, ut one entrance, quite shut out 

So much the rather thou, celestial Light, 

Shine inward, and the mind through all her powen 

Irradiate ; there plant eyes ; all mist from thenoe 

Purge and disperse ; that I may see and tell 

Of things invisible to mortal sight. 



FROM THE SAME. BOOK IV. 

O thou that with surpassing glory crowned, 
Lookst from thy sole dominion like the god 
or this new world ; at whose sight all the stars 
Hide their diminished heads ; to thee I call, 
Hut with no friendly voice, and add thy name 

Sun, to tell thee how I hate thy beams. 
That brinff to mv remembrance from what state 

1 fell, how glorious once above thy sphere; 
Till pride and worse ambition threw me down, 
Warring in Heaven against Heaven's matchless King { 
-And wherefore ? He deserved no such return 

From me, whom he created what I was 
In that bright eminence, and with his good 
Upbraided none ; nor was his service hard. 
What could be less than to afford him praise, 



MILTON. 65 

The easiest recompense, and pay Iiim thanks. 

How due ! yet all his good proved ill in me, 

And wrought but malice ; hfted up so high,. 

I 'sdained subjection, and thought one step higher 

Would set me highest, and in a moment quit 

The debt ifnmense of endless gratitude. 

So burdensome, still paying, still to owe. 

Forgetful what from liim I still received. 

And understood not that a grateful mind 

By owing owes not, but still pays, at once 

Indebt(?d and discharged ; what burden ihent 

O had his powerful destiny ordained 

Me son. e inferior angel, 1 had stood 

Then happy ; no unbounded hppe had raised 

Ambition. Yet why not? some other power 

As great might have aspired, and me though mean 

Drawn to his part : but other powers as great 

Fell not, but stood unshaken from within. 

Or from without, to all temptations armed. 

Hadst thou the same free will and power to stand t 

Thou hadst ; whom hast thou then, or what t'accuse, 

But Heaven's free love dealt equally to all? 

Be then his love accursed, since love or hate. 

To me alike it 'deals eternal wo. 

Nay, cursed be thou ; since against his thy will 

Chose freely what it now so justly rues. 

Me miserable ! which way shall I fly 

Infinite wrath, and infinite despair? 

Which way I fiy is Hell ; myself am Hell ; 

And in the lowest deep a lower deep 

Still threatening to devour me, opens wide. 

To which the Hell I suffer seems a Heaven, 




O ihen at lost relent ; is tbem ii 

l>eri for re|>entanct:, aoue for pAriion Ufl 1 

None leA but by Bubmiasion ; and dial word 

DisdaiD forbids me, and niy dreiid o' 

Among tbe spirits benenlh, ivliom 1 MMluoed 

With oilier proniiwa and oilier vanutB 

Than O submit, boasting I could subdue 

I'lie Omnipotent All me, they little k 

How deitrly I abide that bnasi «f 

Under what torments iiiwnrdly I groan. 

While they ndore me on the ilirone of liett. 

With diadem and Bceptru high advanced, 

The lower siitl I fall, only supreme 

In misery ; such joy ambition finds. 

Itut s:iy I could repent, and coitid obtain 

By act of grace my former state : how soon 

Would height recall high thoughts, how soon unsay 

What feigned submission swore 1 ease would recant 

Vows made in pnin, ns violent and void. 

For never can true reconcilement grow 

Whi^rfi woundd af deadly Iiatu have pierced to do^; 

Whicli would but lead me to a worse relapse 

A lid heavier full : so should I purchase dear 

Short intermission bought with double smart. 

This knows my punidher ; therefuro as far 

From granting he, lis I from begcing peace : 

All hope excluded thn?, behold instead 

Of us otiicasi, esilcd, his new delight 

Mankind created, and for him this world. 

So farewell, hope, and with hope, farewell feer. 

Farewell remorse : all good to me is lost ; 

Evil be thou my good ; by thee at least 
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DiTided empire with HeaTen*s King I lioid, 
BjT thee, and nioie than half perhaps will reign : 
A^ man ere long» and this new world, shall Imow. 
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O anexpected stroke, worse than of death ! 
Must I thus leare thee. Paradise ? thus leave 
Tliee, natiye soil ! these happj walks and shades. 
Fit hauDt of gods 1 where I had hope to spend. 
Quiet though sad, the respite of that daj 
That must be mortal to U8 both. O Flowers, 
That never will in other climate grow. 
My early visitation and my last 
At even, which I bred up with tender hand 
From the first opening bud, and gave ye names ! 
Who now shall rear ye to the sun, or rank 
Your tribes, and water from the ambrosial fount t 
Thee, lastly, nuptial bower ! by me adorned 
With what to sight or smell was sweet ! from thee 
How shall I part and whither wander down 
Into a lower world ; to this obscure 
And wild 1 How shall we breathe in other air 
Less pure, accustomed- to immortal fruits ? 



PROM THE SAME. BOOK XI. 

To whom thus Michael. Death thou hast seen 
In his first shape on man ; but many shapes 
Hath Death, and many are the ways that lead 
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To hia grim caru &U diamal ; j^ to miM 
More terrible at the entrance, than within. 
Some, as thou sawest, by violent stroke shall dn | 
ity fire, flood, famine, by intemperance more 
In meata and drinks, which on the earth shall bring 
DiseasL'S dire, of which a monstrons creir 
Befure tliee sliall appear ; that thou uiayat know 
What misery the inobstinence of E*e 
Shnll bring on men. 

Immediately a place 
Before his eyes appeared, .iftd, noisome, dark ; 
A Inzur-house it seemed ; wherein were laid 
numbers of all diseased ; nil maladies 
Of ghastly apavm, or racking torture, qualms 
Of rieurt-siek agony ; all fcveroua kinds j 
Cotivulsioiis, epilepsies, fierce catarrhs, 
e stone and ulcer, colick pangs, 
ack frenzy, moping melancholy, 
lon-slruck madness; pining atrophy, 
lus, and wide-wasting pestilence; 

d asthmas, and jnint-rackiug rheumi. 
Uire was the tossing, deep the groans. Despair 
Tended the sick, busiest from ^otich to coach ; 
And over tbem triumphant Death bis durt ■ 
Shook ; but delayed to strike, though ofl invol »* 
With vow?, a» (heir chief good, and final hopo. 

Sight ao deform what heart of rock could long 
Dry-eyed behold T Adam could not, but wept. 
Though nut of woman born ; compassion quelled 
His best of man, and gave him up to tears 
A space, till firmer thoughts restrained exceia ; 
And Karce recorering words, hii plaint reoewvd. 
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Hence, loathed melancholj. 
Of Cerberus, and Blackest Midnight bom, 

In Stygian cave forlorn, 
*Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights unooiji 

Find out some uncouth cell, 
Where brooding darkness spreads his jealous wingi. 

And the night raven sings ; 
There under ebon shades and low browed rocks 

As ragged as thy locks, 
In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell. / 

But come thou goddess fair and free. 
In Heaven yclept Euplirosyne, 
And by men, heart-easing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth. 
With two sister-graces more. 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore, 
j Or whether (as some sages sing) 

The frolic wind that breathes &e 8pring» 

Zephyr, with Aurora playing. 

As he met her once a-maying. 

There on beds of violets blue. 

And fresh blown roses washed in dew. 

Filled her with a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 

Jest and youthful Jollity, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wilet, 

Nods and becks and wreathed smiles. 

Such as hang on Hebe's cheok. 
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And lore to U*e in dimple aleek; 
Sport that wrinkled Cnre derides. 
And Laughter holding both his side^ 
Come uiid trip it as you go ; 
On the light fualastic toe ; 
And in thy right hand lead with thee. 
The mountain nymph sweet Liberty j 
And if I f,ive thee honour due, 
Mirlh, admit roe of thy crew. 
To live with her and live with thoe 
In unreproYed plenaures free ; 
To hear llie lark bejnn his flight 
And singing startle the dull night. 
From his watch-lower in the skiea, 
Till tlio dappled diiwn dotli rise ; 
Then to come in spite of «orrow, 
And at my window bid good moiTOW, 
Througji the sweet briar or the rine, 
Or the twisted eglantine : 
While the cock with lively din. 
Scullers the rear of darkness thin. 
And to tile stack or the bam'door 
Stoutly struts his dames before ; 
Oft listening bow the hounds and born 
Cheeriy rouse the slumbering morn. 
From the aide of some hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing shrill, 
Sometime walking not unseen 
By hedge row elms, on hillocks green, 
Bight against llie custem gale. 
Where tbe greet auu begins his state, 
Rohed in Annies, and antber lisht. 
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The clouds in thousand liveries dight, 

While the plowman near at hand 

Whistles o'er the furrowed land, 

And the milkmaid sin^eth blithe, 

And the mower wets iiis scythe, 

And every shepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasunt 

Whilst the landscape round it measures ; 

Russet lawns, and fallows gray. 

Where the nibbling flocks do stray. 

Mountains on whose barren breast, 

The labouring clouds do often rest; 

Meadows trim with daisies pied. 

Shallow brook and rivers wide. 

Towers and battlemenis it sees 

Bosomed high in tufted trees. 

Where perhaps some beauty lies. 

The Cynosure of neighbouring eyet. 

Hard by a cottage chimney smokes, 

From betwixt two aged oaks. 

Where Cory don and Thyrsis met. 

Are at their savoury dinner set. 

Of herbs, and other country messes. 

Which the neat handed Phyllis dresses; 

And then in haste her bower she leaves. 

With Thestylis to bind the sheaves ; 

Or if the earlier season lead 

To the tanned haycock in the mead. 

Sometimes with secure delight 

The upland hamlets will invite, 

When the merry bells ring rouncU 
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And the jocund rebecks sound. 

To many a jouth and many a maid. 

Dancing in the chequered shade ; 

And youn^ and old come forth to play 

On a sunshine holiday ; 

Till the live-Ion^ daylight fail; 

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale. 

With stories told of many a feit, 

How fairy Mnb the junkets eat, 

She was pinched and pulled, she said. 

And he, by frinrs, lantern led ; 

Tells how the drudging goblin sweat. 

To earn his cream bowl duly set, 

When in one night ere glimpse of mom. 

His shadowy flail had threshed the com 

That ten day labourers could not end ; 

Then lays him down the lubber fiend. 

And stretched out all the chimney's length 

Basks at the fire his hairy strength. 

And crop-full out of doors he flings, 

Ere the first cock his matin rings. 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 

By whispering winds soon lulled asleep/ 

Towered cities please us then. 

And the busy hum of men, 

Where throngs of knights and barons bold, 

In weeds of peace high triumphs hold ; 

With store of ladies, whose bright eyes 

Rain influence, and adjudge the prize. 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace whom all commend. 

There let Hymen ofl appear 
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In saffron robe, with taper ciear. 

And Pomp, and Feast, and Revelry, 

With Mask, and antique Pageantry, 

Such sights as youthful poets dream. 

On summer eves by hauuted stream* 

Then to the well-trod stage anon. 

If Johnsou's learned sock be on. 

Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fancy's child. 

Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever against eating cares. 

Lap me in soft Lydian airs. 

Married to immortal verse, 

Such ad the meeting soul may pierce. 

In notes of many a winding bout 

Of linked sweetness long drawn out. 

With wanton heed, and giddy cunning. 

The melting voice through mazes running. 

Untwisting all the chains that tie 

The hidden soul of harmony ; 

That Orpheus self may heave his head 

From golden slumber on a bed 

Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear 

Such strains as would have won the ear 

Of Pluto to have quite set free 

Hb half-regained Eurydice. 

These delights, if thou canst give, ^ 

Mirth, with thee I mean to live* 
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IL PENSKROSOl: 

Hence vain deluding Joja, 
The brood of Folly^ without father bredf 

How little jou bested, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your tojs 1 

Dwell in tome idle brain. 
And fancies fond with gaudy shapes 

As tliick and numberless 
As the gay motes that people the sunbeams ; 

Or likest hovering dreams, 
The fickle pensioners of Morpheus* train. 

But hail, thou Goddess sage and holyt 
Hail, divinest Melancholy, 
Whose saintly visage is too bright 
To hit the sense of human sight, 
And therefore to our weaker view. 
Overlaid with black, staid Wisdom *8 hue ; 
Black, but such as in esteem 
Prince Memnon's sister might beseem; 
Or that starred Ethiop queen that strove 
To set her beauty's praise above 
The sea-nymphs, and their powers offended t 
Yet thou art higher far descended, 
Thee bright haired Vesta long of yore 
To solitary Saturn bore ; 
His daughter she, (in Saturn's reign 
Such mixture was not held a stain,) 
Oa in glimmering bowers and glades 
He met her, and in secret shades 
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Of Woody tda^s inmost spror^t 
Wliile yet there was no fear of Jore. 
Gome, i^nsive nun, devout and pmet 
Sober, steadfast, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkest grain, 
Flowing: with majestic train. 
And sable stole of Cyprus lavniy 
Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted state. 
With even step and musing gait ; 
And looks commercing with the skiei. 
Thy rapt soul sitting in tliine eyes ; 
Tiiere held in holy passion, stiU, 
Forget thyself to marble, till 
With a sad leaden downward cast, 
Them fix them on the earth as fust : 
And join with thee calm Peace and Quietf 
Sparc Fast that oft with Gods doth diet. 
And hears the Muses in a ring 
Aye round about Jove*s altar sing : 
And add to these retired Leisure, 
That in trim gardens takes his pleasard ; 
But first and chiefest with thee bring. 
Him that yon soars on golden wing. 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne. 
The cherub Contemplation ; 
And the mute silence hist along, 
*Less Philomel will deign a song. 
In her sweetest, saddest plight. 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night. 
While Cynthia checks her dragon jokei 
Gently o*er the accustomed oak ; 

7 
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Sweet bird that ■hiiiiB*it tke doIm ef id^, 
Most mniieal, moit melaiieliolT I 
Thee, cbauntieM, oft the wooat 
I woo to hear thj evening fong; 
And missing thee, I walk unseen 
On the dry smooth shaven green. 
To behold the wandering moon 
Riding near her highest noon, 
. Like one that had been led aitnj 
Through tlie heayen*s wide pathfesi wqf | 
And on, as if her head she bowed. 
Stooping through a fleecj cloud. 
Oft on a p^at of rising ground, 
I hear the far off curfew sound, 
Over some wide watered shore. 
Swinging slow with sullen roar ; 
Or if the air will not permit. 
Some still removed place will fit. 
Where glowing embers through the 
Teach light to counterfeit a ^oom ; 
Far from all resort of mirth. 
Save the cricket on the hearth. 
Or the bellman's drowsy charm, 
To bless the doors from nightlj haim. 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour. 
Be seen in some high lonely tower, 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 
With thrice jrreat Hermes, or unsphm 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 
Wliat worlds or what vast regions hold. 
The immortal mind that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleiAilj nook ; 
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And of those demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Wliose power hath n true consent 
With planet, or with element. 
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy 
In sceptred pall come sweeping by, 
Preseniing Thebes' or Pelops' line. 
Or the tale of Troy divine. 
Or what (though rare) of later age, 
Cunobled hath the buskined stage. 
But O, sad Virgin, that thy power 
Might raise Musseus from his bower. 
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 
Such notes as warbled to the string. 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And made Hell grant what Love did seek. 
Or call up him that left half told 
The story of Cambuscan bold. 
Of Gamball, and of Algarsife, 
And who had Canace to wife. 
That owned the virtuous ring and gluM, 
And of the wondrous horse of brass, 
On which the Tartar king did ride ; 
And if aught else great bards beside 
In sago and solemn tunes have sung. 
Of tourneys and of trophies hung. 
Of forests and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear* 
Thus night oft see me in thy pale careert 
Till silver-suited morn appear ; 
Not trickt and frounced as she was wont. 
With tlie Attic boy to hunt, 
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Hut kerchiefed in a pomdj ekmJ, 

While rockiD^ winds are piping Umi^ 

Or ushered with a shower still. 

When the (rust hath blown his fill, 

Ending on the rustling leaves. 

With minute drops from off the eavoa 

And when the sun begins to fling 

II is flnring beams, me. Goddess bring 

To nrched walks of twilight groves. 

And shadows brown that Sjlran lofos. 

Of pine or monumental oak. 

Where the rude axe with heaved stroke. 

Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 

Or fright them from their hallowed haonL 

There in close covert by some brook. 

Where no profuner eye may look, 

Hide me from Day*s garish eye. 

While the bee with honied thigh. 

That at her fiowery work doth siag. 

And the waters murmuring. 

With such concert as they keep. 

Entice the dewy-feathered sleep : 

And let some strange mysterious dream 

Wave at his wings, in airy stream 

Of lively portraiture displayed, 

Softly on my eyelids laid. 

And, as I wake, sweet music breathe 

Above, about, or underneath, 

Heiit by some spirit to mortals good, 

Or the unseen Genius of the wood* 

But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the studious cloister's pale, 
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And lore the high embowed roof^ 
With antique pQlan, massy proof; 
And storied windows, richly dight, 
Casting a dim religious light ; 
There let the pealing organ blow 
To the full-voiced quire below. 
In service high, and anthems clear. 
As may with sweetness through mine ear 
Dissolve me into ecstacies, 
And bring all Heaven before mine eyeiu 
And may, at last, my weary age. 
Find out the peaceful hermitage. 
The hairy gown, and mossy cell, 
Where I may sit, and rightly spell 
Of every star that Heaven doth shew. 
And eyery herb that sips the dew ; 
Till old Experience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 
These pleasures. Melancholy, ffire. 
And I with thee will choose to live. 
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I oonie to pluck jrovr beniea. kanh and crodOiL 
And with forced fiams ntidt 

Shatter jour leaves before the mdlowiBg j^m^ 

Bitter constraint, and aad oecaaon dear. 

Compels me to distnib joor season due ; 

For Ljcidas is dead, dead ere his prime ; 

Younf Lrcidas, and hath not left hispeer. 

" Hekn 



Who would not sing for Ljcidas T 
Himself to sinsr, and build the. loftj rhjine. 
He must not float upon his watrj Iner 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind* 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin then. Sisters of tlie sacred well. 
That from beneath the seat of Jove dotli spring | 
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the stringy 
Hence with denial vain, and coj excuse. 
So may some gentle Muse 
With luckj words favour mj destined urn ; 
And, an site passes, turn. 
And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud. 
For we were nursed upon the self-same hill. 
Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and riU. 

Toi^fftlicr both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyelids of the morn, 
Wc drove a-field, and both together heard 
What time the gray fly winds her suhry horn. 
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 
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Oft till the star tlmt rose at eyening bright 

Toward heareu*s desoeothad aloped hbweat*riiig wheeL 

Meanwhile the irur^l. dittiei war«j not mute. 

Tempered to the oatea flute ; 

Rough Satyrs danced^ and Fauns with cloren heel* 

From the glnd sound would not be absent long. 

And old Damaeta? loved to hear our song. 

But, O the heavy change ! now thou art gone, 
?.'ow thfiu art gone, and never must return ! 
Thee, Slieplierd, thee the woods and desert cavei, 
With wild tiiime and the gadding vine overgrown. 
And all their echoes, mourn. 
The willows, and the- hazel copses green, 
Shall now no more be seen 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays. 
As killing as the canker to the rose, 
Or taint-worm to the weaning herds that graze ; 
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When first, the white-thorn blows ; 
Such Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd's ear. 

Where were ye. Nymphs, when the remoraelass desp 
(Closed o*er the head of your loved Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye playing on the steep. 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie. 
Nor oil the sliaggy top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream* 
Ah me ! I fondly dream ! 

Had ye been there — for what could that have dona t 
What could the Muse herself, that Orpheus bore. 
The Muse herself, for her enchanting son, 
Whom, universal nature did lament. 
When by tbci rout, that made the hideout roer. 
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His gor}' visage down the stream was sent, 
Down the swift Hebms to the Lesbiao shore T 

A las ! what boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homelj slighted shepherd's trade. 
And strictly meditate the thankless Mose T 
Were it not better done, as others ase, 
T«> spc^rt with Amarjllis in the shade, 
< r with the tangles of Nesera's hair t 
Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last iniirmitj of noble minds) 
To scorn delights, and live laborious dajs ; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find. 
And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 
( onies the blind Fury with th* abhorred shears, 
And slits the thin-spun life. * But not the praise/ 
Phoebus replied, and touched mj trembling ears ; 
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 
Nor in the glistering foil, 
Set off to tlu' world, nor in broad rumour lies ; 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes, 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove ; 
As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 
Of so much fame in Heaven expect thy meed. 

O fountain Arcthuse, and thou honoured flood, 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds. 
That strain I heard was of a higher mood : 
But now my oat proceeds, 
And listens to the herald of the sea 
That came in Neptune*s plea ; 
He asked thp waves, and asked the felon winds. 
What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain t 
And questioned every gust of rugged winds, 
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That blows from off each beaked promontoiy : 

Thej knew not of his story ; 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings, 

That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed, 

The air was cnhn, and on the leveJ brine 

Sleek Panope with all her sisters played. 

It was that fatal and perfidious bark, 

Built in th* .echpse, and rigged with curses dark. 

That sank so low that sacred head of thine. 

Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow, 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with wo. 
Ah ! who hath re A (quoth he) my dearest pledge 1 

Last came, and last did go. 
The pilot of the Galilean lake ; 
Two massy keys he bore of metals twain, 

erhe golden opes, the iron shuts amain) 
e shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake : 
How well could I have sparM for thee, young swoiu. 
Enow of such, as for their bellies* sake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ? 
Of other care they little reckoning make, 
Than how to scramble nt the shearers^ feast, 
And shove away the worthy, bidden guest ; 
Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold 
A sheep-hook, or have learned ought else the least. 
That to the faithful herdman^s art belongs ; 
What recks it them ? What need they 1 They are sped ; 
And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw : 
The httogrj sheep look up, and are not fedi 
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But, swoln with wind, an J tliL* r.iiik inist they draw. 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread : 
Besides what the grim wolf with privy puw. 
Daily devourd apuce, and nothing said. 
But tlint two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more. 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is past, 
That shrunk thy streams ; return, Sicilian* Muse, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues. 
Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks, 
On whose fresh lap the swart-star sparely looks. 
Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes. 
That on the green-turf suck the honied showers. 
And purple uU the ground with vernal flowers. 
Bring the rath primrose that forsaken dies. 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine. 
The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet. 
The glowing violet. 

The musk-rosc, and the well attired woodbine. 
With cowslips wan, that hang the pensive head. 
And every flower tliat sad embroidery wears : ' 
Bid amaruntlius all his beauty shed, 
And dafibdillies fill their cups with tears, 
To strew* the Laurent hearse where Lycid liesl 
For, so to interpose a little ease, - 
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise. 
Ah me ! Whilst thee the shores and sounding fea« 
Wash far away, where'er thy bones are hurled, 
Whether beyond tlie stormy Hebrides, 
Where thoii perhaps, under ^he whelming tide 
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Visit*it the bottom of the monstrous world ; 
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 
S]eep*st bj the fable of Bellerus old, 
Where the great vision of the guarded mount, 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 
Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth ; 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 

Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more. 
For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead. 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor ; 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky : 
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high, 
Through the dear might of Him that walked tho waveii 
Where other groves and other streams along. 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 
And hears th* unexpressivc nuptial song, 
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the saints above, 
In solemn troops, and sweet societies, 
That sing, and, singing in their glory move. 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore, 
In thy large recompense, and shalt be gt>od 
To all that wander in that perilous flood 
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Lady. This way the noise was, if mine 6ar h6 

Mj best guide now ; methought it was the soond 

Of riot aud ill-manased merriment, 

Such as the jocund flute, or gamesome pipe. 

Stirs up among tlie loose unlettered hinds. 

When for their teeming flocks and granges full, 

In wanton dance thej praise the l)ounteous Pan, 

And thank the Gods amiss. I should be loth 

To meet the rudeness and swilled insolence 

Of such late wassailers ; yet oh, where else 

Shall I inform my unacquainted feet, 

In the blind mazes of this tangled wood t 

My brothers, when they saw me wenried out 

With this long way, resolving here to lodge 

Under the spreading favour of these pines, 

Stept, ns they said, to the next thicket side. 

To bring me berries, or such cooling fruit 

As the kind hospitable woods provide. 

They left me then, when the gray-hooded even. 

Like a sad votarist in Palmer*s weed, 

Rose from the hindmost wheels of Phoebus* wain. 

But where they are, and why they came not back. 

Is now the labour of my thoughts ; *tis likeliest 

They had engaged their wandering steps too far. 

And envious darkness, e*er they could return. 

Had stole them from me ; else, O thievish night. 

Why shouldst thou, but for some felonious end, 

In thy dark lantern thus close up the stars. 

That nature hung in Heaven, and filled their lamps 
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With ererlasting oil, to give due liffht 
To the misled and lonely traveller 1 
This is the place, as well as I may guess, 
Whence even now the tumult of loud mirth 
Was rife and perfect in my listening ear ; 
Yet nought but single di "kness do I find. 
What might this be 1 A thousand fantasies 
Begin to throng into my memory, 
Of calling shapes, and beckoning shadows dire« 
And airy tongues that syllable men*s names 
On sands, and shores, and desert wildernesses. 
These thoughts may startle well, but not astound 
The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 
By a strong siding champion. Conscience. 

welcome pure-eyed Faith, white-handed Hope, 
Thou hovering angel, girt with golden wings ; 
And thou, unblemished form of Chastity, 

1 see ye visibly, and now believe 

That he, the Supreme Good, tVhom all things ill 

Are but as slavish officers of vengeance, 

Would send a glist'ring guardian, if need wpre. 

To keep my life and honour unassailed. 

Was I deceived, or did a sable cloud 

Turn forth her silver lining on the night t 

I did not err, there does a sable cloud 

Turn forth her silver lining on the night. 

And cast a gleam over this tufted grove. 

I cannot halloo to my brothers, but 

Such noise as I can make to be heard farthest 

1*11 venture ; for my new enlivened spirits 

Prompt me ; and they perhaps are not far off. 

8 
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Sweet echo, sweetest njmph, that lir^st 
Within thy airy shell. 
By slow Meander's margent green. 
And in the violet embroidered rale. 
Where the love-lorn nighingaie 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumetli well ; 
Canst not tell nie of a gentle pair 
That likest thy Narcissus are t 

Oh if thou have 
Hid them in some fiowery cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet Queen of parly, daughter of the sphere. 
So may*st thou be translated to the skies. 
And give resounding grace to all Heaven's h»nnoiiieei 

CoMus. Can any mortal mixture of earth's moukU 
Breathe such divine, enchanting ravishment ; 
Sure something holy lodges in that breast, 
And with these raptures moves the vocal air 
To testify his bidden residence : 
How sweetly did they float upon the wings 
Of silence, through the empty vaulted night. 
At every fall, smoothing the raven down 
Of darkness till it smiled ! I have oft heard 
My mother Circe, with the Syrens three, 
Amidst the flow'ry-kirtled Naiades, 
Culling their potent herbs and baleful drugs, 
Who as they sung, would take the prisoned soul 
And lap it in Elysium ; Scylla wept, 
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And chid her barking waves into attention, 
And fell Charybdis murmured soft applause, 
Yet thej in pleasing slumber lulled the sense. 
And in sweet madness robbed it of itself; 
But such a sacred and home-felt delight, 
Such sober certainty of waking bliss, 
I nerer heard till now. Vl\ speak to her. 
And the shall be my queen. 
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ON HIS BLINDNESS 

When I consider how my light is spent 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide. 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 

To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he, returning, chide : 
•' Doth God exact day-lnbour, light denied V* 
I fondly ask : but Patience to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, * God doth not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts ; who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best : his state 

Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed. 
And pass o*er land and ocean without rest ; 
They also serve, who only stand and wait.* 
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ON BIS DICBASBD WIPl. 

Metliought I jiftw my late espoiited faint 
Brought to- me like Alcestis from the graTO, 
Whom JoTe*s great son to her fflad hasband gm^ 
Rescued from death by force, thoagh pale anaftikiL 

Mine, as whom washed from spot of childbed taial 
Purification in the old law did save ; 
And such as yet once more I trnst to have 
Full sight of her in Heaven without restrauit« 

Came vested all in white, pure as her mind : 
Her face was veiled, jet to my fancied sight. 
Love, sweetm'ss, goodness, in her person shined 

So clear, as in her face with more delight ; 
But O, as to embrace me she inclined, . 
I waked, she fled, and day brought back my night. 

ON THB MASSACRE IN PIEDMONT. 

Avenge, O Lord, tliy slaughtered saints, whose bonea 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold ; 
Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old, 
When all our fathers worshipped stocks and atoneii 

Forget not : in thy book record their groans 
Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piedmontese, that rolled 
Mother with infant down the rocks. The moans 

The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 

To heaven. Their martyred blood and ashes sow 
0*er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway 

The triple tynint ; that from these may grow 
A hundred fold, who, having learned thy way, 
Early may fly the Babylonian wo* 
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TO MR. ULWRENCS. 



Lawrence, of virtuous father, yirtuous son, 
Now that the fields are dank, and ways are niire« 
Where shall we sometimes meet, and by the fire 
Help waste a sullen day, what may be won 

From the hard season gaining? Time will run 
On smoother till Favonius re-inspire 
The frozen earth, and clothe in fresh attire 
The lily and rose that neither sowed nor spun. 

What neat repast shall feast us, light and choice 
Of Attic taste, with wine, whence we may rise 
To hear the lute well touched, or artful voice 

Warble immortal notes and Tuscan air ; 

He who of these delights can judge, and spare 
To interpose them oft, is not unwise. 

TO CYRIAC SKINNER. 

Cyriac, whose grandsire, on the royal bench 
Of British Themis, with no mean applause 
Pronounced, and in his volumes taught, our laws. 
Which others at their bar so often wrench : 

To-day deep thoughts resolve with me to drench 
In mirth that, after, no repenting draws ; 
Let Euclid rest, and Archimedes pause. 
And what the Swede intends, and what the French: 

To measure life learn thou betimes, and know 
Toward solid good what leads the nearest way ; 
For other things mild Heaven a time ordains, 

And disapproves that care, though wise in show, 
That when superfluous burden loads the day, 
And, when God sends a cheerful hour, refinint. 

8* 
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TO 



Cynac, this three- jcaff»-daj, dme cjea. 
To outward Tiew, of bleoiish or of ipott 
Bereft of hffht, their Kciiig have ibrgot ; 
Sor to their idle orlis doth tifht appear 

Of #1111, or moou, or star, ihroogfaoiit tke jear. 
Or man, or woman. Tet I aigoe tMi 
Ai;aiii->t Heaven's hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope ; but still bear ap and steer 

Ui«rht onward. What supports me, dost thoo askt 
'I'iie coii-Hcietice, Friend, to liaTe lust them orcrplied 
In lihertvV deft^nce, niv noble task. 

Of which all Europe rin;trs from side to side. 

Thi<{thoucrht micrht lead me thro* the world's Fain mask 
ij Cont«;iit, though blind, had 1 no better guide. 



WHEN TJIE ASSALLT WAS INTENDED TO THE CITT. 

I 

Captain, or Colonel, or Knight in arms, 

\Vlio<4*' chance on these defenceless doors maj seiie. 

If deed of honour did thee ever please, 

Guard them, and him within protect from harms 

He can requite thee ; for he knows the charms 
That call Fame on such gentle acts as these. 
And \w can spread thy name o'er lands and seas. 
Whatever cliine the sun's bright circle warms. 

liift not thy spear af^uinst the Muses' bower: 
The ^reat E math inn conqueror bid spare 
The house of Findanis, when temple and tower 

Went to the fpround ; and the repeated air 
Of sad Electru's poet had the power 
To nave th' Athenian walls from niin bare. 
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VENI CREATOR 



Crbatoe Spirit by whose aid 
The world's foundations first were laid. 
Come visit everj pious mind ; 
Come pour tliy joys on human kind ; 
From sin and sorrow set us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee. 

O, source of uncreated light, 
The Father's promised Paraclete! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire. 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire 
Come, and thy sacred unction bring 
To sanctify us while we sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high, 
Rich in thy sevenfold energy ! 
Thou strength of his Almighty hand, 
Whose power does heaven and earth command. 
Proceeding Spirit, pur defence, 
Who dost the gift of tongues dispento. 
And crownst thy gift with eloquence 1 
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Refine and purge our earChljr parts : 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our frailties help, our vice control. 
Submit the senses to the soul ; 
And when rebellious they are erown. 
Then laj thy haii i, and hold Uiem down. 

Chase from our minds th* infernal foe. 
And peace, the fruit of lore, bestow ; 
And, lest our feet should step astray, 
Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternnl truths receive. 
And practice nil that we believe : 
(live us thyself, that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fan:-" 
Attend th' Alniij^hty Father*s i..»nK 
The Saviour S«»n be glorified. 
Who for lost man's redemption <lii. * 
And equal adoration be. 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee) 
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POPE. 



MESSIAH. 



Yb nymphs of Solyma! begin the song ; 
To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong* 
The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids, 
Delight no more. O Thou my voice inspire. 
Who touched Isaiah's hallowed lips with fire ! 

Rapt into future times, the bard begun ; 
A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a son ! 
From Jesse's root behold a branch arise. 
Whose sacred flower with fra^ahce fills the skies: 
The ethereal Spirit o'er its leaves shall move. 
And on its top descends the mystic dove. 
Ye heavens ! from high the dewy nectar pour. 
And in sof^ silence shed the kindly shower! 
The sick and weak the healing plant shall aid, 
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade. 
All crimes shall cease, and ancient frauds shall fail ; 
Returning Justice lift aloft her scale : 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-robed Innocence from heaven descend. 
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Swift fly the yean, and rite the expected mon ; 
Oh, spring to light, auipicioos Babe, be born! 
See, Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring. 
With nil the incense of the breatliing Spring: 
See loAy Lebanon his head advance. 
See nodding forests on the moantains dance : 
See spicy clouds from lowly Sharon rise. 
And Carmei*s flowery top perfumes the skiea ! 
Hark ! a glnd voice the lonely desert cheers ; 
Prepare the way ! A God, a God appears ! 
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply ; 
The rocks proclaim the approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending skies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains ; and ye valleys, rise! 
With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay ! 
Be smooth, yc rocks ; ye rapid floods, give way ! 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold ; 
Hear him, ye deaf; and all ye blind, behold. 
He from thick film shall purge the visual ray. 
And on the sightless eyebnil pour the day : 
'Tis he the obstructed paths of sound shall clear. 
And bid new music charm the unfolding ear: 
The dumb shall sin^, the lame his crutch forego. 
And leap exultintr, like the bounding roe. 
No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear; 
From every face he wipes off" every tear. 
In adamantine chains shall death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy core, 
Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air ; 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs. 
By day oversees them, and bv night protects ; 
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The tender lambs he rakes in Ins 

Feeds from his hand, and in his 

Thus shall mankind hii 

The promised tatber of the fatmre age. 

No more shall nation against nation rise. 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hatelol ejcs. 

Nor fields with Reaming steel be eorernd o*er« 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage do more ; 

But useless lances into sejtbes shall bend. 

And the broad fiilcfaion in a plongfashare eadL 

Then palaces shall rise ; the jojful son 

Shall finish what his sbort-liT^d sire began ; 

Their fines a shadow to their race shall rield. 

And the some hand that sowed shall reap the 

The Bwaiu in barren deserts with sorprise 

Sees lihes spring, and sudden verdnre rise ; 

And starts among tlie thirstj wilds to hear 

New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the 6ra^(m'§ late abodtf^, • 

The green reed trembles, and the bolrash nodsL 

Waste, sandj valleys, once perplexed with thorn. 

The spirj fir and sbapelr box adorn : 

To leafless shrubs the flowerr palm sveeeed. 

And odorous mjrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs with wohres shall rraze the rerdaot 

And boTs in flowery bands the tiger lead. 



The steer and lion at one crib shall meet. 
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And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's fiset. '' 



The smiling infant in hi<i h^ind shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake. 
Pleased, the green lustre of the scales surrey. 
And with their forky tongues shall innocentfy play 
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f liiif , crowned with liclit, imperial . . 

I'iXfilt iUj tnwerj liead« and lift tUiie efM ! 

Sir«; fi long nice thjr •paciom eouiti adoni ; 

.''•'I' future honHf and dnughten jret iiiiborBy 

ill (;row(Jin|( ranks on eveij tide ariie, 

Dftiiaiirling liOf, impatient for the skies! 

Sec iKirbriniufl nations nt thy gates atteDd« 

Wfilk ill tliy light, and in thjr temple bend: 

SfM« tliy bright nltars thronged with prustra l 

A 11(1 hriipcd with products of Sabean springs ! 

Tor tiici! I(]ijtn(;ii*d fipicy forests bio w, 

AimI mcimIn of gold ill Ophir*^ mountains glow. 

Si'f* hriivifii itH sparkling portals wide display. 

And lirciik upon theo in a flood of day I 

No iiion^ tJM* ririing Muri Mhall gild the mom. 

Nor ifVtMiiiig (yynthia fill her silver horn ; 

lint Innt, (liriHolved in thy superior rays, 

Oiin lidc of glory, one unclouded blaze, I 

0*cirf1f>w thy coiirtH : the Light himself shall shine j 

linvtMdod, find (fod*s eternal day be thine! 

Tho «i*nN mIiiiII wniiti*, the skies in smoke decay, 

llorkN full to duHt, and mountains melt away ; 

Hut (UimI his word, his saving power remains ; 

Thy niiilin for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns 



POPS. 97 



FROM *« TBI RAPE OP THS LOCK •• 

Nor with more glories* in the ethereal plain, 
The sun first rises o*er the purpled main, 
Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launched ou the bosom of the silver Thames. 
Fair nymphs, and well-dressed youth around her shone 
Hut every eye was fixed on her alone. 

On her white breast a sparkling cross she woi«. 
Which Jews might kiss, and Infidels adore, 
Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose. 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those : 
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends : 
Oft she rejects, but never once ofiends. 
Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike, 
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. 
Yet, graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide : 
If to her share some female errors fall. 
Look on her face, and you'll forget them all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining ringlets the swooth ivory neck. 
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains. 
And mighty hearts are held in slender chair s. I 

With hairy springes we the birds betray, ^ 

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey. 
Fair tresses man's imperial race insnare. 
Anil hiMuitv ciraws us with a single hair. 

9- 
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nOM THE ••SLBOT.** 

As into air the pareit tpiritt flow, 
And separate from their kindred dregu below; 
So flew thy soul to its congenial place. 
Nor left one virtue to redeem thj r&ce. 

But thou, fal^e guardian of a charge too goodf 
Thou mean deserter of thj brother's blood I 
See on tliese ruby lips the trembling breast, 
These cheeks now fading at the blast of death ; 
Cold is that breath which warmed the world before, 
And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball. 
Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall ; 
On all the line u sudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent hearses shall besiege your gates ; 
There passengers shall stand, and pointing say, 
(While the long funerals blacken all the way,) 
Lo ! these were they whose souls the furies steeled. 
And cursed with hearts unknowing how to yield* 
Thus uiilamented pass the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day I 
So perish all, whose breasts ne*er learned to glow 
For others' good, or melt at others* wo. 

What can atone, oh, ever injured shade, 
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid t 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear. 
Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy moumfiil bier* 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed ; 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed ; 
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Bj foreign hands thy humble grave adorned, 
Bj strangers honoured, and by strangers mourned. 
What though no friends in sable weeds appear, ^ 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year. 
And bear about the mockery of wo. 
To midnight dances, and the public show t 
What though no weeping loves thy ashes grace, 
Nor polished marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no sacred eartli allow thee room. 
Nor hallowed dirge be muttered o*er thy tomb? 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be drest, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast : 
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 
There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 
While angels with their silver wings o^ershade 
The ground, now sacred by thy relics made. 

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name. 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How loved, how honoured once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
A heap of dust alone remains of thee, 
'Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be ; 
Poets themselves must full like those they sung, 
Denf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Even he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays. 
Shall shortly want the generous tear he p^ys ; 
Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part. 
And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart ; 
Life's idle business at one gasp be o'er. 
The muse forgot, and thou beloved no more. 
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> Shut, ahut the doOr, good Jste,* ftllgm4 i tfUf 
Tie up th« knocker, Mf Tintiek, Vm dnifft 

The dog-8t«r rami 1 nhj, *li* pnM n doaH '^ 

All Bedlam or Parnaam la lat out t 

Fire in each eye, and papera in enoh hand, 

They rave, recite, and maddeii round the hind. 

What walln cau guard me, or what ahadea can hidst 

They pierce my thickets, through ray grot they glide; 

By land, by water, they renew the charge, 

They atop the chariot, and they board the barge. 

No place is sacred, not the church is free, 

Eren Sunday shines no Sabbath.day to me: 

Then from the mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 

Hnppy to cntch me just ut dinner time. 

Is there a parsun much be-mused in beer, . 

A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 

A clerk, fere-doomed his father's soul to ckmw, 

Who pens a stanza when he should engross t 

Is there who, locked from ink and paper, acrawla 

With desperate charcoal round his darkened valliT 

All fly to Twickenham, and in humble straia 

Apply to nie to keep them oiud or vain. 

Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the lam. 

Imputes to me and my damned works the caun: 

Poor Coraus sees his fraiitfc wife dope. 

And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my life, which did not you prolong. 

The world had wanted many an idle soug, 
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What drop or nostrum can this plague remove t 
Or which must end me, a fooPs wrath or love t 

dire dilemma ! either way Vm sped ; 

If foes, they write ; if friends, they read me dead* 
Siezed and tied down to judge, how wretched I ! 
Who can't be silent, and who will not lie. 
To laugh were want of goodness and of grace, 
And to be grave, exceeds all power of face. 

1 sit with sad civility, I read 

With honest anguish and an aching head. 

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears. 

This saving counsel, * Keep your piece nine years.* 

' Nine years !' cries he, who, high in Drifry Lane, 

Lulled by soft zephyrs through the broken pane. 

Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before term ends. 

Obliged by hunger and request of friends: 

* The piece you think is incorrect ? why take it, 
Vm all submission, what you'd have it, make it.' 
Three thinirs another's modest wishes bound ; 

* My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound.' 
Pitholeon sends to me; you know his grace, 

I want a patron ; ask him for a place. 
Pitholeon libelled me, — *But here's a letter 
Informs you, Sir, 'twas when he knew no better. 
Dare yon refuse him 1 Curll invites to dine ! 
He'll write a journal, or he'll turn divine.' 
Bless roe ! a packet. — ' 'Tis a stranger sues, 
A virgin tragedy, an orphan muse. 
If I dislike it, * Furies, death, and rage ;' 
If I approve, ' Commend it to the stage.' 
There (thank my stars) my whole commission endi; 
The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 

9* 
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Fired that the hoiiM vejeeli bim, *8d6Ctk, HI Mint ll» 
And shame the foole« — your intereaC, ab. wUnJJaML 
Lintot, dull rogue, will think yov priee too araeli ; 
* Noty iir, if you reriae it and ratoneh.* 
All my demurs but double his attaoka ; 
At last he whispera, * I>Oy and we go anaoka.* 
Glad of a quairel, atraight I elap the door. 
Sir, let me see your wonu and yon no more ! 

Why did I write t What sin to me unknown 
Dipped me in ink, — my parents*, or my own t 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
I lisped in nifmbers, for the numbers came : 
I left no calling for this idle trade. 
No duty broke, no father disobeyed : 
The Muse but served to ease ^ome friend, not wi^ 
To help me through this long Jisease, my life, 
To second, Arbutbnot ! thy arc and care. 
And teach the being you prese« ^^ to bear* 
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nioa MTHB CASTLB OP INDOLXNCI.* 



In loDelj dale, fast bj a river's side. 
With woodj hill o*er hill encompassed round, 
A most cnchaotiag wizard did abide. 
Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 
It was, f ween, a lovelj spot of ground. 
And there a season atween June and May, 
Half prankt with spring, with summer half imbrowned 
A listless climate made, where, sooth to saj, 
No Hying wight could work, ne cared even for play. 

Was nought around but images of rest. 
Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between. 
And flowery beds that slumberous influence oast, 
From poppies breathed, and beds of pleasant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen« 
Meantime unnumbered glittering streamlets played. 
And hurled every where their waters sheen ; 
That as they bickered through the sunny glade, 
Tho* restless still themselves, a lulling murmur made. 
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Joined to the prattle of the purling rilltt 
Were henrd the lowing herds along the rale* 
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hillst 
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale ; 
And now and then sweet Philomel would waili 
Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep« 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ; 
And still a coil the grasshopper did keep : 
Yet all these sounds y blent inclined all to sleep. 



Full in the passage of the vale above* 
A sable, silent, solemn forest stood ; 
Where nought but shadowy forms were seen to moTOi 
As Idlesd fancied in her dreaming mood : 
And up the hills, on cither side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; 
And where this valley winded out below, | 

The murm'ring main was heard, and scarcelyheard toflow 



A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was. 
Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye ; 
And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 
For ever flushing round a summer sky : 
There eke the soft delights that witchingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast* 
And the calm pleasures, always hovered nigh ; 
But whatever smacked of *noyance, or unrest, 
Was far, far off expelled from this delicioufl nest \ 
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The lahdscape sach« inspiring perfeel aej*, 
Where Indolence (for so the wizard big^) 
Close hid his castle 'mid embowering trees^ 
That half shut out the beams of Phosbus brigfaSy 
And made a kind of chequered day and nignt ; 
Meanwhile, unceai>ing at the massy gate. 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wif^ht 
Was placed ; and, to his lute, of cruel fate 
And labour harsh complained, lamenting man's 



The doors, that knew no shrill alarming bell, 
Ne cursed knocker, plied by villain*s hand. 
Self-opened into halls, where, who can tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand ; 
The pride of Turkey and of Persia land 1 
Soft quilts on quilts, carpets on carpets spreads 
And couches stretched around in seemly band 
And endless pillows rise to prop the head ; 
So that each spacious room was one full swelling beclfi 



Each sound too here to languishment inclined, 
Lulled the weak bosom, and induced ease : 
Aerial music in the warbling wind. 
At distance rising oft, by small degrees. 
Nearer and nearer came, till oe*r the trees 
It hung, and breathed such soul-dissolving airSf 
As did, alas ! with soft perdition please : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting snares. 
The listening heart forgot all duties and all oares» 
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A certaiD miuio, nenr koowa bafitni - ' ^ 
Here lulled the paoiirs, iDelBiiobdj Boiad 
Full easily obuined. Beborei no dkmm. 
But ndelong, to the geatle waving wind, 
To lay the well tuned iiutrument rcdinecl ) 
From which, with air/ Aying fingers lifl>t> 
Bcfoud each mortal toach the moat refinedi 
The god of winds drew aonndi of deep daligfat t 
Whence, with juat cauae, the barp of Xma it Ught ' 



Near the pavilions where we slept, still ran 
Soft tinkling streams, and dashing waters fell, 
And sobbing breezes sighed, and of) began 
(So worked the wizard) wintry atorms to swell. 
As heaven and earth they would togethermell, 
At doors end windows, threatening, seemed to coQ 
The demons of the tempest growling fell, 
Yet the least entrance found they none at all ; 
Whence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in m»aaj pall. 



And hither Horpheus sent bis kindest dreamt, 
Raising n world of gayer tinct and grace ; 
O'er ^vTiioli were shadowy cast elysian gleams, 
That played, iu waving lights, from place to [ja 
And ^ed a roseate smile on nature's face. 
Not Titian's pencil e'er could so army. 
So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space ; 
Ne could it e'er such melling forms display, 
As looM on flowei7 beds all longuishlugly Inf. 
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* SUMMER IN THE TORRID ZONE. 

There, sublimed 
To fearless lust of blood, the savage race 
Roam, liceused bj the shading hour of guilt 
And foul misdeed, when the pure day has shut 
His sacred eye. The tiger darting fierce 
Impetuous on the prey his glance has doomed : 
The lively-shining leopard, speckled oeV 
With many a spot, the beauty of the waste ; 
And, scorning all the taming arts of man. 
The keen hyena, feilest of the fell. 
These, rushing from the inhospitable woods 
Of Mauritania, or the tufted isled. 
That verdant rise amid the Lybian wild, 
Innumerous glare around their shaggy king. 
Majestic, stalking o'er the printed sand ; 
And, with imperious and repeated roars. 
Demand their fated food. The fearful flocks 
Crowd near the guardian swain ; the nobler herds* 
Where round their lordly bull, in rural ease, 
They ruminating lie, with horror hear 
The coming rage. The awakened village starts ; 
And to her fluttering breast the mother strains 
Her thoughtless infant. From the pirate's den. 
Or stern Morocco's tyrant fang escaped. 
The wretch half wishes for his bonds again. 
While, uproar all, the wilderness resounds. 
From Atlas eastward, to the frighted Nile. * 

Unhappy he ! who, from the first of joys, 
Society, cut off, is left alone 



Amid thia worM of 

Sad, on the jutting' 

And views the mail 

Still fondly tonmmg in As ftrtlMit T«t% 

When the raond sihar mixm wiA tto Wi 

Shipe, dim-Anoawtmif-irofiiing tm 



Nor atop tite tnron of tbaae r^iona han. 
Comniiasioned demona oft, angefai of math, 
Let loose the raging' elementa. Breathed hot 
From oil the boundless famaoe of the Ay, 
And tbe wide glittering waste of burning aand, 
A aufibcaCing wind the piglrim smites 
With instant death. Patieot of thirst and toil. 
Son of the desert ! «ren the camel feels, 
Shot through his withered heart, the fieiy Unat; 
Or from the block-red ether, bursting broad. 
Sallies the sadden whirlwind. Straight the HAdi 
Conmoved around, in gathering eddies jiiaj. 
Nearer and nearer still they darkening com* ; 
Till, with the general all-inroMng norm 
Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arias. 
And by their noon-dny fount dejected throwht 
Or sunk at night in aad disastroua sleep, 
Beneath ascending hills, tbe cararan 
la buried deep, la Cairo'a crowded sti e rt a 
The impatient merchant, wondering, waiia in nL 
Aad Mecca saddens at the long delaf. 
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DEATH or THE STAG. 



The stag too, sineied firom the heid, wkere lo^ 
He ranged, the hnuiching mooaich of the 
Before tlie tempest drifea. At first, in speed 
He, sprightljr, pots his £uth ; and, roused hj 
Gives all his swift aerial soul to flight ; 
Against the breeze he darts, that way the taom 
To leave the lessening rannleroas cij hehind : 
He horsts the thickets, glances through the giade% 
And plunges deep into the wildest wood : 
If slow, yet tfure, adhetfiTe to the track, 
Hot-stcuining, up behind him come again 
The iiiliuman rout, and from the shadjr depth 
Expel bim, circling through hi^ every shifL 
He sweeps the forest oft, and sobbing sees 
The glades, mild opening to the golden daj ; 
Where, in kind contest, with his butting ftiends 
He noiit to struggle, or his loves enjoj. 
Oft ill the full-descending flood be tries 
To lose the scent, and lave his burning sides : 
Oft seeks the herd ; the watchful herd, alarmed. 
With selfish care avoid a brother's wo. 
What shall he do 1 His once so vivid nerves, 
So full of buoyant spirits, now no more 
Inspire the course ; but fainting breathless toil. 
Sick, seizes on his heart : lie stands at bay ; 
And puts his last weak reftige in despair. 
The big round tears run down his dappled face ; 
He groans in anguish ; while the crowling pack. 
Blood-happy, hang ut his fair jutting chest. 
And mark his beauteous chequered sides with gott, 
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WDfTSB 8GXNBS. 



The keener tempests rise : and faming don 
From all the livid east, or piercing north. 
Thick clouds ascend ; in whose capacioos womb 
A vapoury deluge lies, to snow congealed. 
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along ; 
And the sky saddens with the gathered storm. 
Through the hushed air the whitening shower descenda^ 
At first thin wavering ; till at last the flakes 
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the day 
With a continual flow. The cherished fields 
Put on their winter robe of purest white. 
'Tis brightness all ; save where the new snow melts 
Along the mazy current. Low the woods 
Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the languid sun 
Faint from the west emits bis evening ray, 
Eurtli*s universiil face, deep hid and chill, 
Is one wide dazzling waste, that buries wide 
The works of man. Drooping, the labourer-ox 
Stands covered o'er with snow, and then demands 
The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven. 
Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
Which Providence assigns them. One alone. 
The red-breast, sacred to the household gods, 
Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky, 
In joyless fields, and thorny thickets, leaves 
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted man 
His annual visit. Half afraid, he first 
Against the window beats ; then, brisk, alights 
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On the warm hearth ; then, hopping oVr the floor, 
Gjes all the smiling family a^kanc«r. 
And pecks, and starts, and winders wliere he is: 
Till, more famili.'ir gruivu, the table-cmiiibii 
Attract hid slender feet. The fcjodlesid vijds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants The hare. 
Though timorous of heart, and hard beset 
By death in %'anoys forms, dark snares, and dogi. 
And more un pitying man, the garden seeks. 
Urged on by fearless WauL The bleating kind 
Eye the bleak beaten, and next the glistening eartii. 
With looks of dumb despair ; then, sad dispersed* 
Dig for the withered herb through heaps of snow. 



As thus tlie snows erise ; and foul, and fierce. 
All winter drires along tlie darkened air ; 
In his own loose revolring fields, the swain 
Disastered stands : sees other bill* stscend. 
Of unknown joyless brow ; and other >cenes. 
Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain : 
Nor finds the rirer, nor the forest, hiJ 
Beneath the formless wild : but wanJf r? on 
From hill to dale, still more .ind more astray ; 
Impatient flouncing through the drifted ii^aps. 
Stung with the thoughts of home ; the thoughts of home 
Rush on his nene?*, and call their rigour forth j 

In many a vain attempt. How sinks the soul ! 
What black despair, what horror fills his heart ! 
When for the dusky spot, which fancy feigned 
His tufted cottage rising through the snow 
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He meets the roughnen of the middle waita« 

Far from the track, and blessed abode of man ; 

While round him night resistless closes fast, 

And every tempest howling o*er his head. 

Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 

Then throng the busy shapes into his mind* 

Of covered pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire descent ! beyond the power of frost ; 

Of faithless bogs ; of precipices huge. 

Smoothed up with snow ; and, what is land unknowHt 

What water, of the still unfrozen spring. 

In the loose marsh or solitary lake, 

Where the fresh fountain from the bottom boils. 

These check his fearful steps ; and down he sinks 

Beneath the shelter of the shapeless (lrif\, 

Thinking o*er all the bitterness of death, 

Mixed with the tender anguish Nature shoots 

Through the wrung bosom of the dying man. 

His wife, his children, and his friends unseen. 

In vain for him the officious wife prepares 

The fire fair-blazing, and the vestment warm ; 

In vain his little children, peeping out 

Into the mingling storm, demand their sire. 

With tears of artless innocence. Alas ! 

Nor wife, nor children, more shall he behold, 

Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve 

The deadly Winter seizes ; shuts up sense ; 

And, o*er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the snows a stiffened corse. 

Stretched cut, and bleaching in the northern blast 
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Bat what is this T our infimt WiBter 
Divested of his ^raodear, showld ovr eje 
Astonished shoot into the (fipd zone ; 
Where, for releotJess months, eoatiiund Night 
Holds, o'er tlie glittering waste her stanj RWB. 
There, through the prison of nnboonded wHm, 
Barred hy the hand of nature from escape. 
Wide roams the Rossian exile. Nought 
Strikes his sad eje, hot deserts lost in 
And heavy loaded groves ; and solid floods. 
That stretch athwart the soHtarj %ast 
Their icy horrors to the frozen main ; 
And cheerless towns far distant, nerer blessed. 
Save when its annual course the caravan 
Bends to tlie golden coast of rich Cathay, 
With news of human kind. Yet there life glows ; 
Yet cherished there, beneath the shining waste. 
The furry nations harbour; tipt with jet. 
Fair ermines, spotless as the snows they press ; 
Sables of glossy black ; and dark embrowned ; 
Or beauteous freaked with many a mingled hue, 
Thousands besides, the costly pride of courts. 
There, warm together pressed, the trooping deer. 
Sleep on the new-fallen snows ; and scarce his head 
Raised oVr the heapy wreath, the branching elk 
Lies slumbering sullen in the white abyss. 
The ruthless hunter wants nor dogs nor toils, 
Nor with the dread of sounding bows he drives 
TIk' fearful flying race ; with ponderous clubs, 
As Weak airainst the mountain heaps they push 
'i'li'ir 1)1 atiiig breast in vain, and piteous bray 
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He lays them quiveriug ill the endanguined soowv. 
And with loud shouts rejoicing bears tliem borne. 
There through the piny' forest' half absorped. 
Rough tenant of these shades, the shapeless beart 
With dangling ice all horrid, stalks forlorn ; 
Slow-paced, and sourer as the storms increase, 
lie makes his bed beneath the inclement drift ; 
And, with stern patience, scorning weak complaint, 
Hardens his heart against assailing want. 



Still pressing on, beyond Toniea*8 lake, 
And Hecia flaming through a waste of snow, 
And farthest Greenland, to the pole itself. 
Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out, 
The Muse eipands her solitary flight ; 
And, hovering o*er the wild stupendous scene. 
Beholds new scenes beneath another sky. 
Throned in his palace of cerulean ice. 
Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court ; 
And through his airy hall the loud misrule 
Of driving tempest is forever lieard : 
Here the grim tyrant meditates his wrath ; 
Here arms his winds with nil-subduing frost; 
Moulds his fierce hail, and treasures up his snows. 
With which he now oppresses half the globe. 
Thence winding eastward to tlie Tartar's coast. 
She sweeps the howling margin of the main ; 
Where undbsolving, from the first of time,- 
Snows swell on snows, amazing, to the sky ; 
And icy mountains, high on mountains pileid, 
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Seem to the shiveriug sailor from afar, 

Sbapeless and white, aa atmosphere of clouds. 

Projected huge, and horrid o'er the surge, 

Alps frown on Alps ; or, rushing hideous downy 

As if old Chaos was again returned, 

Wide rend the deep, and shake the solid pole. 

Ocean itself no Ioniser can resist 

The binding fury ; but in all its rage 

Of tempL'st, taken bj the boundless frost, 

Is many a fathom to the bottom chained, 

And bid to roar no more: a bleak expanse, 

Sliag;red o'er with wavy rocks, cheerless, and void 

Of every life, that from the dreary months 

Flies conscious southward. Miserable tliey ! 

Who, here entangled in the gathering ice. 

Take their last look of the descending sun ; 

While full of death, and fierce with tenfold frost, 

The; loii*^, long night, iucunibenc o'er their heads 

Falls horrible. Such was the Briton's fate. 

As with first prow, (what have not Britons dared !) 

He for the passage sought, attempted since 

So much in vain, and seeming to be shut 

By jealous Nature with eternal bars. 

In these fell regions, in Arzina caught, 

And to the stony deep his idle ship 

Immediate sealed, he, with his hapless crew. 

Each full exerted at his several task. 

Froze into statues ; to the cordage glued 

The sailor, and the pilot to the helm. 
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TO AltAMDA. 

Gome, dear Amanda, quit the town^ 

And to the rural hamlets flj ; 
Behold I the wintry storms are sonet 

A gentle radiance glads the sky* 

The birds awake, the flowers appear* 
Eartli spreads a verdant couch for thee { 

*Ti8 joy and music all we hear, 
*Tis love and beauty all we see. 

Come, let us mark the gradual spring. 
How peeps the bud, the blossom blows; 

'Till Philomel begins to sing, 
And perfect Muy to swell the rose. 

E'en so thy rising cliamis improve. 
As life's warm season grows more brif^t ; 

And opening to the sighs of love. 
Thy beauties glow with full delight 



TO THE SAMS. 

Unless with my Amanda bless'd, 
In vain I twine the woodbine bower ; 

Unless to deck her sweeter breast. 
In vain I rear the breathing flower. 

Awnken'd by the genial year. 

In vain the birds around me sing; 

In vain the freshening fields appear :— - 
Without my love there is no spring. 
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Tired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy sleep ! 

He, like the world, his ready visit pays 

Where Fortune smiles ; the wretched he forsakefS 

Swift ou his downy pinion flies from wo, 

And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 

From short (as usual) and disturbed repose 
I wake : how happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were ?ain, if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous ; where my wrecked desponding thought, 
From wave to wave of fancied misery 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost. 
Though now restored, 'tis only change of pain, 
(A bitter change !) severer for severe : 
The day too short for my distress ; and night. 
E'en in the zenith of her dark domain, 
Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable Goddess ! from her ebon throne. 
In ray less majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumbering world. 
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Silence how ilea J ! and darkness how pro&iiod I 
Nor eye, nor ILit^niiig ear, an object finds ; 
Creation sleeps. *Tis as tlie general pulse 
Of life stood still, and Nature made a pause ; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecj be soon fulfilled : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silence and darkness ! soteian sisters ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolve, 
(That column of true majesty in man,) 
Assist me : I will thank you in the grave ; 
The gruve, your kingdom : there this frame shall fall . 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 
But what are ye t — 

Thou, who didst put to flight 
PrimoBval silence, when the morning star 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball : 
O Thou ! whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul ; 
My soul, which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure. 
As raisers to their gold, while others rest. 
Through this opaque of nature and of soul. 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its wo,) 
Lead it through various scenes of life and death. 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire- 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my song ; 
Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 
Teooh rectitude ; and fix my firm rc&olve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 
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Nor let the phial of thj vengeance, poured 
On this devoted head, be poured in vain. 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of timef 
But from its loss : to give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 
I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 
Where are they 1 With the years beyond the flood. 
It is the signal that demands dispatch : 
How much is to be done 1 My hopes and fears 
Start up alarmed, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down — on what ? A fathomless abyss ! 
A dread eternity ! How surely mine ! 
And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor pen^iioner on the bounties of an hour ? 
How poor, how rich, how abject, how august. 
How complicate, how wonderful is man ! 
How passing wonder He, who made him such ! 
Who centered in our make such strange extremes. 
From different natures marvellously mixed, 
Connexion exquisite of distant worlds! I 

Distinguished link in being's endless chain ! ! 

Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 

A l)enm ethereal, sullied, and absorpt ! i 

Though sullied and dishonoured, still divine ! | 

Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 

An heir of glory ! a frail child of dust ! I 

Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! ' 

A wonn ! a God ! — 1 tremble at myself, i 

And in myself am lost At home, a stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, surprised, aghast, < 

And wondering at her own. How reason reels ! | 
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O what a miracle to man is man ! 

Triumphantly distresaed ! What joy ! what dread I 

Alternately transported and alarmed 1 

What can preserve m j Hfe ! or what destroy ! 

An angel's arm cao*t snatch me from the graTe ; 

Legions of angels can*t confine me there. 



PROCRASTINATION. 

Be wise to-day ; *tis madness to defer : 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wisdom is pushed out of life ! 
Procrastination is the thief of time ; 
Year after year it steals, till all are fled, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 
If not so frequent, would not this he strange? 
That *tis so frequent, this is strangiT still. 
Of man*s miraculous mistakes this bears 
The palm, *' That nil men are about to live," 
For ever on the brink of beinsr born : 
All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel, and their pride 
On this reversion takes up ready praise ; 
At least their own ; their future selves applaua ■ 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ! 
I'ime lodged in their own hands is FoJly*8 vails ; 
That lodged in Fate's, to wisdom they consign ; 
The thing they can't but purpose, they postpone 
'Tis not in folly not to sconi a fool ; 
And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
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'All inomiie is poor dilatory man, 

Aod that through every stage. When young, indeedt 

In full content we sometimes nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselvesy and only wish, 

As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise 

At thirty, man suspects himself a fool ; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 

At fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve ; 

In all tiie magnanimity of thought 

Resolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. 

And why t because he thinks himself immortsd. 
All men think all men mortal but themselves ; 
Themselves, when some alarming shock of Fate 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the sudden dread : 
But their hearts \iiounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon close ; where, past the haft, no trace is found. 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains. 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel. 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death * 
Even with the tender tear which nature sheds 
O'er tliose we love, we drop it in their grave. 
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FOR A STATUE OF CHAUCER, AT WOODSTOCf, 



Sucn was old Cliaacer. 8iich the placid inien 

Of him who first with hannonj ioionned 

The language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 

For manj a cheerful day. These ancient walls 

Have often heard him, wbi/c^ his legend blithe 

He sang ; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles 

Of honielj life : through e>i»:h estate and age. 

The fashions and the foliiev of the world. 

With cunning hand pourtriiring. Though perchance 

From Blenheim's towers, < I stranger, thou art come. 

Glowing with ChurchilPs trophies ; yet in rain 

Dost thou applaud them, ii* thy breast be cold 

To him, this other hero ; who, in times 

Dark and untaught, began with charming Terse 

To tame the rudeness of his native land. 
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Ask the fiutfafnl jootk, 
Whj the cold am of her whom loo^ he lored. 
So often fills his arms ; so ofieo drmws 
His loDelj footsteps at the sileot boor. 
To paj the moumfiil tribute of his tears! 
O ! he will tell thee that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne'er seduce his hoeora to loreso 
That sacred hour, when stealing from the immk 
Of care and enrv^ sweet remembrance soothes 
With Tirttie's kiadest looks his achin; breast 
And turns his tears to rapture. A^ the crowd 
Which flio^ impatient from the rillase walk. 
To climb the neighbourinff ciifik, when fmi 
The cruel wiod^ have buried upon the coast 
Some helpless bark ; wliiie sacred phj mehs 
The general ere, or terror's icr haiid 
Smites their di:$torted limb:« and horreot hair. 
While everr mother closer lo hrr br«ra»t 
Catches her child, and pointing wh^re the wares 
Foam through the shattered Tess^l, fhriekj alo«d. 
As some poor wretch that spreads hi.^ piteous 
For succour, swallowed by the roiho; sarse. 
As now another, dashed af^iins: the rock. 
Drops lifeless down. O, deemest tboo iodeed 
No kind endearment here br natunr m^tn 
To mutual terror and compassion's tears ? 
No sweetlj melting softnes^i which attracts. 
O'er all that edge of pain, tlie social powers. 
To this their pn>per action and tlK-ir f-nd ? 
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PLKAsnui or nuGOUTioir. 

Ob ! blest of heaTen, wbom not the languid 
Of luxury, the Syren ! not the bribes 
Of sordid wealth, nor all the gaudy tpoile 
Of pageant honour can seduce to leaTe 
Those e?er blooming sweets, which irom the Slon 
Of nature fair imagination calls 
To charm the enlivened soul ! What though not a 
Of mortal offspring can attain the heights 
Of envied life ; though only few possess 
Putrician treasures or imperial state ; 
Yet nature's care, to all her children just, 
"With richer treasures and an ampler state, 
Endows at large whatever happy man . 
Will deign to use them. His the city's pomp. 
The rural honours his. Whate'er adorns 
The princely dome, the column and the arch. 
The breathing marble and the sculptured gold 
Ik^yond the proud possessor's narrow claim, 
His tuneful breast enjoys. For him, the spring 
Distils her dews, and from the silken gem 
Its lucid leaves unfolds: for him, the hand 
pf autumn tingrs every fertile branch 
With blooming: gold, and blushes like the momt 
Kadh passing hour sheds tribute from her wings; 
And still new beauties meet his lonely walk. 
And loves unfelt attract him. Not a breeze 
Flics o'er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes 
The setting sun's effulgence, not a strain 
From all the tenants of the warbling shade 
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Aseends, but whence his boaoio can pwtikr 

Fresh pleasure, uanprofwed. Nor 

Fresh pleasure onlj ; kar the 

By this harmonkNis action on her 

becomes herself harmonioos : 

I n outward things to nifdiftifr the 

Of sacred order, soon she seeks at 

To find a kindred order, to emt 

Within herself this elefanee of hive, 

Thb fiur inspired delimit : her 

Refine at length, and ereij 

A chaster, milder, more attractiTe 



PCS A MOKUIODrr AT KunnrvKDB. 

Thou, who the verdant phun doth trarene 
While Thames among his wiUows &oin thr 
Ketirps ; O stranger, staj thee, and the 
Around contemplate weU. This is the 
>Vhere England's ancient harons, dad in 
.\ nJ stern in conquest, firom their trnnt kiag 
(Then rendered tome) did challenge and secare 
The charter of thy freedom. Pass not oo. 
Till thou hast blessed their memorj, and paid 
Those thanks which God appointed the reward 
Of public virtue, and if chance thj hoflke 
Salute thee with a father's honoured i«ame. 
Go, call thy sons : instruct them what a debt 
The J owe their ancestors ; and make them sw4 
To pay it, by transmitting down entire 
Those sacred rights to which themselves were bonL 
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FOR A STATUI OF SHAJUaOPBAftl. 

O youths and virgins : O decHnlny «ld : 
O pale misfortune^s slaves : O je who dweH 
(III known witli bumble quiet ; J9 wbo wait 
In courts, or (ill the golden seat of kings : ' 
O sons of sport and pleasure : O tbou wratob 
That weepest for jealous love* or the sore wounds 
Of^conscious guilt, or death^s rapacious hand 
Which left thee void of hope : O ye who roam 
1 11 exile ; ye who through the embattled field 
Seek bright renown ; or who for nobler palms 
Contend, the leaders of a public cause ; 
Approach, behold this marble. Know ye not 
The features t Hatli not od his faithful tongue 
T'^ld you the fashion of your. own estate, 
'1 he secrets of your bosom ? Here then, round 
llis monument with reverence while ye stand. 
Say to each other, * this was Shakespeare's form; 
Who walked in every path of human life ; 
Felt every passion : and to all mankind 
Doth now, will ever, that experience yield. 
Which his own genius only could acquire.* 
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ISB PASSIOfiS. 

When Music, heavenlj maid, was yomifi 
While jet in earij Greece she sung. 
The Passions oft, to hear her shell. 
Thronged around her magic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting. 
Possessed bejond the Muse^s painting ; 
By turns thej felt the glowing mind 
Disturbed, delighted, raised, refined : 
Till once, *tis said, when all were fired. 
Filled with fury, rapt, inspired. 
From the supporting myrtles round, 
They snatched her instruments of sound ; 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art, • 
Each (for madness ruled the hour) 
Would prove his own expressive power. 






128 COLLINS. 

First Fear his haod, its skill to trj. 
Amid the chords bewildered IekI, 

And back recoiled, he knew not whj. 
Even at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rushed ; his eyes on fire. 
In lightnings owned his secret stings : 

In one rude clash he struck the Ijrev 
And swept with hurried hand the strings* 

With woful measures wan Despair, 
Low, sullen sounds his grief beguiled ; 
solemn, strange, and mingled air; 
*Twas sad by fits, by starts ^twas wild. 

IWt thou, O Hope, with ejes so fair, 

What was thy delighted measure t 
Still it whispered promised pleasure. 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail ! 
Still would her touch the Htrain prolong ; 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She called on echo still, through all the song. 

And, where her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive voice was heard at every close ; 
^nd Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden har* 
And longer had she sung : but, with a frown, 

Revenge impatient rose : 
He threw his blood-stained sword in thunder down 

And, with a withering look. 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blast so loud and dread, 
Were n%'*er prophetic sounds so full of wo ! 
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And erer and anon, he beat. 
The donbling drum, with furions heat ; 
And though sometimes, each dreary panse between, 
Dejected Pity, at his side, 
Her soul subduing voice applied, 
Yet still he kept his wild unaltered mien, 
While each strained ball of sight seemed bursting from 
his head. 

Thj numbers, Jealousy, to nought were fixed. 

Sad proof of thy distressful state : 
Of differing themes the veering song was mixed ; 

And now it courted Love, now raving called on Hate. 

With eyes up-raised, as one inspired, 
Pale Melancholy sat retired ; 
And from her wild sequestered seat. 
In notes by distance made more sweet. 
Poured through the mellow horn her pensive soul ; 
And, dashing soft from rocks around. 
Bubbling runnels joined the sound ; 
Through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole : 
Or, o*er some haunted stream, with fond delay, 
Round nn holy calm diffusing, 
Love of peace, and lonely musing, 
[n hollow murmurs died away. 

But O ! how altered was its sprightlier tone^ 
When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue. 

Her bow across her shoulder flung, 
Her buskins gemmed with morninj^ dew ; 

Blew an inspiring air, that d id thicket nlng, 



o\ 






1, c^' 



voV'lVuc 















eo 



•p«^ 






f\««*'!be*»* 



tV»e^^*t".\ovee 



,tA*» 















icen< 



1^^ !!^ teca" 




COLLINS. ISl 

Wliere u ihy native simple heart, 
Berote to Tutae, Fancj, Aitt 
Ariie, as in that elder time. 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime ! 
Tbj wonders in that godlike age. 
Fill thj recording Sister's pace— 
Tis said and I Mieve the tale. 
Thy humblest reed could more prevail. 
Had more of strength, diviner rage. 
Than all which charms this laggard age ; 
E*en fdl at once together found, 
CeciliaV mingled world of sound — 
O bid our vain endeavours cease ; 
Revive the just designs of Greece : 
Return in all thy simple state ! 
Confirm the tales her sons relate ! 

EPITAPH. 

How Sleep the brave, who sink to rest, 
Bj all their country's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, with dewy lingers cold. 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung ; 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray. 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay ; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair. 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. 
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ODB TO BTKNINO. 
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If aught of oaten atop, or pastoral MMiff, 
Maj hope, O penuTO Eve, to soothe thino ear 

Like thj own modest springs, 

Thj springs, and dying gaks ; 

O njmph reserved, while now die brig^it-hauped eun 
Sits in jon western tent, whose doodj skills. 

With brede ethereal wove,' 

Overhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is huithed, save where the weak-eyed bat. 
With sliort shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing. 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen horn. 

As oft he rises midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum ; 

Now teach me, maid composed. 

To breathe some soflened strain. 

Whose numbers stealing through thy darkening vele. 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit ; 

As musing slow I hail 

Thy genial loved return ! 

For when thy folding star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at lus warning lamp 

The fragrant hours and elves 

Who slept in buds the day. 
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And manj a njmph 

And 9hed8 the finesheaiii^ dew, aad, knrcfier ^dM, 

The pensire pleasmes sweet 

Prepare thj shadowj 



Then let me rore some wild aad htmAj 
Or find some rain midst its drearj deils. 

Whose walls more awfbl nod 

Bj thjr religious gleams. 

Or if chill blustering winds, or driring run, 

Prerent mj willing feet, be mine the hot, I 

That firom the mountain's side j 

Views wilds and swelling floods, | 

And hamlets brown, and dim discorered spires. 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o*er all 

Thj dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont. 

And b.ithe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! ! 

While Summer loves to sport i 

Ueiieatli tiiy lingering light ; 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves ; 
Or Winter yelling through the troublous air. 

Affrights thy shrinking train. 

And radely rends thy robes ; 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, V 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, '' 

Thy gentlest influence own. 

And love thy fiivourite name ! 

12 
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Dutos or cncBiLiiaB. 

To fiiir Fidele*8 gnumy tomb 

Soft maids and nUase hinds shall fariag 
Each opening sweet, of earliest Uoom, 

And rifle M the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare aj^iear. 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove. 

Bat shepherd lads assemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightlj crew ! 

The female fajs shall haunt the green. 
And dress thj grave with pearlj dew ! 

The redbreast oft at evening hours. 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gathered flowers. 
To deck the ground where thou art laicL 

When howling winds and beating rain, 
In tempests shake the sylvan cell. 

Or midst the chace on every plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell: 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore. 
For thee the tear be duly shed ; 
Beloved, tiU life can charm no more ; 
And mourned, till pity's self be dead. 
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OOB ON TEE DSAIH OF TBOMKHf . 

In jonder grare a Dmu] lies. 

Where slowlj winds the ftealing wave ! 
The jear*s best iireeu shall duteous rise. 

To deck its poet*s sjlmn graTe. 

In jon deep bed of whispering reeds. 

His aiij harp shaU now be laid, 
That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds, 

Maj love through life the soothing shade. 

Then maids and jouths shall linger here. 
And while its sounds at distance swell, 

Shall sadlj seem in pitj^s ear 

To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 

Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore. 
When Thames in summer wreaths b drest, 

And oft suspend the dashing oar. 
To bid his gentle spirit rest ! 

And oft as ease and health retire. 

To breezy lawn or forest deep, 
The friend shall view yon whitening spire. 

And mid the varied landscape weep. 

But thou who own*8t that earthly bed, 
Ah ! what will every dirge avail ! 

Or tears which love and pity shed, 
That mourn beneath the gliding sail ! 
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Yet lives there one whose heedless e/e 

Shall scorn thj pale shrine giimmerkig neart 

With him, sweet bard ! may fancy die, 
And joj desert the faJooming year. 

But thou lorn stream, whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crowned sisters now attend, 

Now waft me from the green hiirs side, 
Whose cold turf hides the buried friend I 

And see the' fairy valleys fade. 
Dun night has veiled the solemn view ! 

Yet onee again, dear parted shade. 
Meek nature's child, again adieu I 

The genial meads, assigned to bless 
Thy life, shall mourn thy early doom I 

There hinds and shepherd girls shall dress 
With simple hands thy rural tomb. 

Long, long thy stone and pointed clay 
Shall melt the musing Briton's eyes. 

Oh ! vales, and wild woods, shall he say. 
In yonder grave your Druid lies. 
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CLEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD. 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea. 

The plowman homewards plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to dtirkness and to me. 



Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight. 
And ;»ll the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds. 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain. 

Of such as, wandering near her secret bower, 
xMolest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew tree's shade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 
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The breezy call of inoente-lmathiiig morn. 
The swallow twittering from die itraw-lmik ifaed. 

The cock*8 shrill clarion, or the eehoinr horn, 
No more shall rouse them from their Towlj bed. 

For them no more the biasing hearth shall bum. 
Or busj housewife plj her erening care : 

No children run to lisp their sire*s return. 
Or climb his knees the enned kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle jield, 

Their harrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke ; 

How jocund did thej drive their team a-field ! 

How bowed the woods beneath their sturdj stroke . 

Let not ambition mock their useftil toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear with a disdainftil smile, 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all -that wealth e*er gare. 

Await alike the inevitable hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault. 
If memory o*er their tomb no trophies raise. 

Where through the long drawn aisle and fretted raolt. 
The pealing anthem swells the notes of praise. 
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Can storied, sm and animated butt 

BaelbtOiiiamansion call the fleeting breath! 

Can honour's Toiee proToke the silent dost. 
Or flatteiy sootbe. the dull cold ear of death T 

Periiajiain.this neglected spot is laid, 

SomC' heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have swajedf* 
Or waked U> ecstacj the living Ijre : 

But knowledge to their ejes her ample page, 
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne*er unroll. 

Chill penury repressed their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gein of purest ray serene. 

The dark ujofatliomed caves of ocean bear : 

Full many a flower is born to blush uuseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 



Some village Hampden that with dauntless breast. 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood, 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest. 

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood* 

The applause of listening senates to command. 
The threat of pain and ruin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land. 
And read their- history in a nation's eves. 
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Their lol forliade : aor 
Their growinf^ TiitMSf Mt their 

Forhade to wade throadb ilMighter to 
And shot the gatee of mercy on inaaKiitl 




The struggling pangs of oo nacw— trath to hido^ 
To quench the bhidieB of ingenvoos 

Or heap the shrine of Imnuy and pride. 
With incense kindled at die mose's 



Far from the maddening crowd's ignoble strife. 
Their sober wishes never learnt to straj ; 

Along the cool sequestered rale of liffp, 

Thej kept the noiseless tenor of their waj. 

Yet eren these bones from insult to protect. 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh. 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculptures deckt. 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their jears spelt by th* unlettered Mate, 

The place of fame and elegy supply : 
And many a holy text around she strews 

That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who to dumb forgetfulness a prey. 
This pleasing, anxious being e*er resigned, 

Ijeh the warm precincts of the cheerful day. 
Nor cast one longing, lingering look belund t 
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On some fond breajt die iiartiog soul rdiei., 
Soine piout drops tlte dosing eye r e qaii g s ; 

Eren from the tomb the Toice of natsie cties, 
E?en in oar ashes live their wonted fires. 



For thee^who mindful of th* nnhonovred dead. 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate ; 

If chance bj lonelj contemplation led. 
Some kindred spirit shall enqaiie thy firte : 

Haplj some hoarj-headed swain maj say, 
'* Oft we have seen Lim at the peep of dawn. 

Brushing with hastj steps the dews away. 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn* 

'* There at the foot of jonder nodding beeeb 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so faigli, 

1 1 is listless length at noontide would he stn^beii. 
And pore upon the brook that babbles hj» 

" Hard by yon wood, now smilintr as in scorn. 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rore. 

Now drooping woful wan, like one forlorn. 

Or crazed witli care, or crossed in hopeless lore. 

** One mom I miss*d him on the VusUiOiM hill. 
Along the heath, and near his farourite tree. 

Another came ; nor yet beside the rill. 
Nor np the lawn, nor at the wood wdB he ; 
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'I'hu nazt vitli dirfM d«e !■ Md wa^, 

HUtw llimucli ths ebweb-waj pMkwwMi 

|t|irii«uli una read, tor tbo« n ma t icad, d 

(1 mveil i>ri Uw iionfl benadi j^m mftd d 

THBinurB. 



Hum ntali liia hoad upon the lap of esith, 
\ vouih, III fliriune nnd to fame unknown; 

k'Hti M'iouM) fViiwiied not on liU humble birth, 
\iiil inolniiolidijr iiKirkod him for her own. 

|..«ittt> wna Itii Ihiuuiv ntid hU soul sincere, 
irv.tttku ili>l It n-oitiii|>rnM) ns largely send ; 

"^-S-^'MV.! 



,..' —TV, nil iit< hiul, a tear; 

a««)n\t iViiui lii'itvt'U, 'twas all he wish'd a frieDd. 



^iti IhHitpr *M>k Ilia merits to disclose, 

^illt Afwu Ills frnillius from tiieir dread abode, 

*l'h»i« \\wy ntike in trembling hope repose, 
'I'tic btMoni of his father and his God. 
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ODB ON A DOTAICT 



Ye distant spires, je aatiqae 

That crown tbe watety giade. 
Where gratefal seieiiee siffi 

Her Henrj's holj shade ; 
And je that from the statelr hnm 
Of Windsor's heights die ezpaaae 

Of grore, of lawn, of mead murej, 
Whose turf, whose shade. 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His silrer-windiiig waj ; 



Ah, happj hills, ah pleasing shade. 

Ah, fields beloved in Tain, 
Where once mj careless childhood 

A stranger jet to pain ! 
I feel the gales that from je blow 
A momentarj bliss bestow. 

As waring fresh their gladsome 
M J wearj soul the j seem to soothe* 
And redolent of joj and jooth. 

To breathe a second spring. 
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Saj, father Thamet , for thou hait 

Full many a sprigfatlj race* 
Disporting on thj margent green, 

The paths of pleasure trace, 
Who foremost now delight to cleaTOt 
With pliant arm thj glaMj ware t 

The captive linnet whidi enthral t 
What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circlets speed. 

Or urge the flying ball t 

While some on earnest business bent. 

Their murmuring labours ply, 
'Gainst graver hours, that bring constraint 

To sweeten liberty ; 
Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare desciy ; 
Still as they run they look behind. 
They hear a voice in eyery wind. 

And snatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope id their's by fhncy fed. 

Less pleasing when possest ; 
The tear forgot as soon as shed. 

The sunshine of the breast: 
Their's buxom health, of rosy hue ; 
Wild wit, invention ever new; 

And lively cheer, of vigour bom ; 
The thoughtless day, the easy night. 
The spirits pure, the slumbers light. 

That fly the approach of mom. 
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Alas I regardleflf of their dooin« 

The little yictiins plaj ! 
No sense have they of ills to conie« 

Nor care beyond to-day ; 
Yet see how all around them wait 
The ministers of human fate, 

And black misfortune^s baleful tndiu 
Ah ! show them where in ambush standf 
To seia^ their prey, the murderous bondf 

Ah ! tell them they are men ! 

These shall the fury passions tear, 

The vultures of the mind, 
Disdainful anger, pallid fear. 

And shame that skulks behind ; 
Or pining love shall waste their youth. 
Or jealoui$y with rankling tooth. 

That inly gnaws the secret heart ; 
And envy wan, and faded care. 
Grim visaged, comfortless despair, 

And sorrow^s piercing dart. 

Ambition this shall tempt to rise. 

Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter scorn a sacrifice. 

And grinning infamy. 
The stings of mlsehood, those shall try, 
And hard unkind ness* altered eye, 

That mocks the tear it forced to flow ; 
And keen remorse, witli blood defiled. 
And moody madness laughing wild. 

Amidst severest wo. 

13 
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Ld, in llie viilc of year* beiivatli 

A grisly iToo\j aic dccti. 
The painful fuiiiily of (Jeatli, 

More 1 1 id e I) us til II II tlteir queen : 
This racks tlio joints, tliis fires lliu veitta* 
That every lubouriii^ eiQew atraiiw, 

Those ill the deeper vilaU r«ge ; 
Lo, poverty, to till the baud. 
Thai niiinbs tlm soul wiili icy hand; 

Aud slow co]i«>iiiiiii|r age. 

To each hin auBeriiigs; ull uro iiuut, 

CoiidemueJ nlike lo gronii : 
The tender for imoilier's pain, 

The unrtieling for his own. 
Yet ah ! why sliould they know tlieir futo t 
Since somiw never cuniea loii Inle, 

And happiness loo uwifliy flies ; 
Thought ivouhl destroy their purudisc — 
No more ; — where ignorance ia bliMt, 

Til foil) to be wise. 
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flYKNTO ADTRRSITY. 



Daughter of Jove, relentless power, 
Tliou tamer of the human breast, 
Whose iron scourge and torturing hour, 

The bad affright, afflict the best ! 
Hound in thy adamantine chain, 
'IMie proud are taught to taste of pain, 
A nd purple tyrants vainlj groan, 
Willi pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 



When first thy sire to send on earth. 
Virtue, his darling child, designed, 

To thee he gave the heavenly birth. 
And bade to form her infant mind. 

Stern rugged nurse ; tliy rigid lore 

With patience many a year she bore ; 

What sorrow was, thou bad*8t her know^ 
And from her own she learnt to melt at others' woe. 



Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self-pleasing folly's idle brood. 
Wild laughter, noise, and thoughtless joy. 

And leave us leisure to be good. 
Light they disperse, and with them go. 
The summer friend, the flattering foe ; 
By vain prosperity received. 
To her they vow thoir trutli, and are again believed. 
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Wisdom in sable garb arrayed, 

Immersed in rapturous thought profbund* 
And melancholy, silent maid. 

With leaden eye that loves the ground, 
Still on thy solemn steps attend : 
Warm charity, the general friend. 
With justice, to herself severe, 
And pity, dropping soft the sadly pleasing tear. 

Oh, gently on thy suppliant's head. 

Dread goddess, lay thy chastening hand ! 

Not in thy gorgon terrors clad, 

Not circled with the vengeful band, 

As by the impious thou art seen, 

With thundering voice, and threatening mien, 

With screaming horror's funeral cry. 
Despair, and fell disease, and ghastly poverty. 

Thy form benign, O goddess wear. 

Thy milder influence impart. 
Thy philosophic train be there. 

To soften, not to wound the heart. 
The generous spark extinct revive. 
Teach me to love, and to forgive. 
Exact my own defects to scan, 
Wha* others are, to feel, and know myself a maau 
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PROM ''THE TilNITT OP HUMAN WISHES. 



On what foundation stands the warrior's pride. 
If ow just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide ; 
A frame of adamant, a soul of fire. 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
0*er love, o*er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Uiicoiiquered lord of pleasure and of pain. 
No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 
War sounds the trump, he rushes to the fiehl ; 
Behold surrounding kings their powers combine, 
And one capitulate, and one resign ; 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain ; 
'* Think nothing gained,*' he cries, ** till nought remain, 
On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards ily. 
And all he mine beneath the polar sky/* 
The march begins in military state. 
And nations on his eye suspended wait ; 
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Stem Famine guardi the aolharf eoaiti 
And wiuter barricaded the realms of FroU ; 
He comes ; nor want nor cold his course deiajf 
Hide, blushing Gloijr, hide Pultowa*s day: 
The vanquished hero leaves his broken biuidSf 
And shows his miseries in distant lands ; 
Condemned a needy supplicant to wait. 
While ladies interposct fi|id s)a?es debate. 
But did not chance at length tier error mend t 
Did no subverted empire mark his end t 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound t 
Or hostile millions press him to the ground t 
— His fall was destined to a barren strand, 
A petQr fortress, and a dubious hand ; 
He left the name, at which the world grew pale. 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 



Where then shall Hope and Fear their objects find t 
Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant mind t 
Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate, 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his &te t 
Must no dis ike alarm, no wishes rise, 
No cries invoke the mercies of the skies t 
Inquirer, cease ; petitions yet remain 
Which Heaven may hear, nor deem religion Tain. 
Still raise for good the supplicating voice. 
But leave to Heaven the measure and the choice. 
Safe in his power whose eyes discern .afhr. 
The secret ambush of a specious prayer ; 
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Iui|«ore His aid, in his decisions rest. 

Secure, wnate'er he grives, he gires the best 

Yet, wnen tne sense of sacred presence fires. 

And strong derotion to th.e skies aspires. 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 

Obedient passions, and a will resigned ; 

For love, which scarce collective man can fill ; 

For patience, sovereign o*er transmuted ill ; 

For faith, that, panting for a happier seat. 

Counts death kind Natiire*s signal of retreat : 

These goods for man the laws of Heaven ordain. 

These goods he grants, who grants the power to gain 

With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind, 

ind makes the happiness she does not find. 
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FROlf ** THB TRATSLLER*" 



Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazj Scheld, or wandering Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Corinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ; 
Or where Campania^s plain forsaken lies, 
A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart, untravellcd, fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns with ceaseless pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ; 
Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Blest that abode, where want and puin repair, 
And every stranger finds a ready chair; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crowned. 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail. 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 
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Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not destined such delights to share, 
Mj prime of life in wandering spent and care ; 
Impelled with steps unceasing to pursue 
8ome fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and skies. 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 
Mj fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 
And find no spot of aUHhe world my own. 

E'n now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
I sit me down a pensive hour 'to spend ; 
And, placed on high above the storm's career, 
Look downward wliere a hundred realms appear : 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains, extending wide. 
The pomp of kings, the shepherd^s humbler pride. 

When thus creation's charms around combine, 
Amidst the store, should thankless pride repine t 
Sny, should the philosophic mind disdain 
That good which makes each humbler bosom vaiut 
Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things are great to little man ; 
And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of nil mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendour crowned, 
Ye fields, where summer spreads profusion round; 
Ye lakes, where vessels catch the busy gale ; 
Ye bending swains, that dress the flowery vale ; 
For me your tributary stores combine : 
Creation^s heir, the world, the world is mine. 

As some lone miser, visiting his store, 
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o'er ; 
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Hoards after hoards hit rising raptures fill. 

Yet still lie sighs, for hoards are wanting still ; 

Thus to my breast alternate passions rise. 

Pleased with each good that Heaven to man supplies : 

Yet oft a sigli prevails, and sorrows fiill. 

To see the hoard of human bliss so small ; 

And ofl I wish, amidst the scene, to find 

Some spot to real happiness coflBigued, 

Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest, 

May gather bliss, to see my fellows blest. 

But where to find that happiest spot below. 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know T 
The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own. 
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas. 
And his long nights of revelry and ease : 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boasts of his golden sands, and palmy wine, 
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave. 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot^s boast, where'er we roam. 
His first, best country, ever is at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare. 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 
Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind : 
As different good, by art or nature given. 
To different nations makes their blessings even. 



Far to the right, where Appennine ascends, 
Bright as the summer, Italy extends : 
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Its uplands, sloping, deck Ae mamtOMm^M 
Woods over woods in gaj tbeatrie pride ; 
While oik some temple's 
With memorable grandeur mark the 

Could Nature's boantj satisfy die breast. 
The sons of Italj were sorelj Uesl. 
Whateyer fruits in differing climes are lownd. 
That proudly rise, or humUj court the groaad ; 
Whateyer blooms in torrid tracks appear. 
Whose bright succession decks tbe raried jear ; 
Whatever sweets salute tbe northern skj 
With Temal lives, that blossom but to die ; 
These here disporting own the kindred soil. 
Nor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While seaborn gales their grelid wiuzit expand. 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows. 
And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 
In florid beautj groves and fields appear, 
Man seems the onlj growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign ; 
Though poor, luxurious; though submissiie, vain; 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And e'en in penance planning sins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind. 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was theirs : not far removed the date, . 

When commerce proudly flourished through the 8ta»r ; \ 

At her command the palace learnt to lise^ 
Again the long-fallen column sought the skies ; 
The canvass glowed, beyond e'en nature warm, 
The pregnant quarry teemed with human fonn ; 
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Till, more unsteady than the ^orthon gale. 
Commerce on other shores dfisplayed her sail ; 
While nought remained of all that riches gare, 
But towns unmanned, and lords without n slare : 
And late the nation found, with fruitless skill. 
Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet, still the Toss of wealth is here supplied 
Bj arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride ; 
From these the feeble heart and long-&llen mind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may he seen, in bloodless pomp arrayed, 
The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade ; 
Processions formed for piety and love, 
A mistress or a saint in every grove. 
By sports like these are all tlieir cares beguiled, 
The sports of cliiidrcti satisfy the child: 
Each nobler aim, repressed by long control. 
Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul : 
While low delights, succeeding fast behind. 
In happier meanness occupy the mind: 
As in those domes, where Caesars once bore sway, 
Defaced by time, and tottering in decay. 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead. 
The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed ; 
And, wondering man could want the larger pile. 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul turn from them, turn we to survey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display; 
Where the bleak Swiss their stonny mansions tread. 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread. 
No product here the barren hills afford. 
But man and steel, the soldier and his sword * 
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No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array. 
Bat winter, lingering, cliills the lap of May ; 
No zephyr fondly sues the mountain's breast. 
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet still, even here, content can spread a charm. 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm, 
Though poor the peasant's hut, bis feasts though small, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed ; 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal, 
To make him loathe his vegetable meal : 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil. 
Cheerful at morn, he wakes from short repose, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes : 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
Or drives his venturous ploughshare to the steep ; 
Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the wair. 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 
At night returning, every labour sped. 
He sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his loved partner, boastful of her hoard. 
Displays her cleanly plntter on the board : 
And haply too some pilgrim thither led. 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart. 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart ; 
And even those hills that round his mansion risei 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies : 
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Dear is that shed to which his soul confonsf, 
And dear that hill which lifls him to the stonui ; 
And as a child, when scaring* sounds molest. 
Clings close and closer to the mother^s breast ; 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind*s roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such (xre the charms to barren states assigned ; 
Their wants but few, their wishes all confin^ : 
Yet let them only share the praises due, 
If few their wants, their pleasures are but few ; 
For every want that stimulates the breast. 
Becomes a source of pleasure when redressed. 
Whence from such lands each pleasing science flies, 
That first excites desire, and then supplies ; 
Unknown to them when sensual pleasures cloy, 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 
Unknown those powers that raise the soul to fl^me, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame, 
Their level life is but a smouldering fire, 
Unquenched by want, unfanned by strong desire ; 
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 
On some high festival of once a year. 
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire. 
Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 

I{ut not tlieir joys alone thus coarsely flow. 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low. 
For, as refinement stops, from sire to sou, 
Unaltered, unimproved, the manners run ; 
And lovers and friendship's finely pointed dart. 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 
Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast 
May sit, like falcons c(>wcrin«^ oti the nest: 
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But all the gentler morals, such as play 

Through life's more cultured walks, and charm the way. 

These, &r dispersed, on timorous pinions fly, 

To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 

To kinder skies, where gentler manners reigo, 
I turn ; and France displays her bright domain. 
Gay, sprightly land of mirth and social ease. 
Pleased with thyself, whom all the world can p'^ase 
How often have I led thy sportive choir. 
With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire ( 
Where shady elms along the margin grew. 
And, freshened from the wave, the zephyr flew : 
And haply, though my harsh touch faltering still ; 
But mocked all tune, and marred the dancer's skill ; 
Yet would the village praise my wondrous power. 
And dance forgetful of the noontide hour. 
Alike all ages: Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze ; 
And the gay grandsire, skilled in jestic lore. 
Has frisked beneath the burden of threescore. 
So blessed a life these thoughtless realms display, 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away : 
Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear. 
For honour forms the social temper here : 
Honour, that praise which real merit gains, 
Or e'en imaginary worth obtains, 
Here passes current ; paid from hand to hand. 
It shifts, in splendid traffic, round the land : 
From courts to camps, to cottages it strays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praise ; • 

They please, are pleased, they give to get esteem. 
Till, seeming blest, thi*y jrrow to what tluy scoin. 
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But while this softer art their bliM fluppKoii 
It gives their follies also room to rise ; 
For praise too deaHy lored, or warmlj soaiiit. 
Enfeebles nil the internal strength of thoo^t ; 
And the weak soul, witliin itself unblest. 
Leans for all pleasure on another*s breast. 
Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for tlie vulgar praise which foob impait; 
Here vanity assumes her pert grimace. 
And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her dailj cheer. 
To boast one splendid banquet once a jear : 
The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws, 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embosomed in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient song before me stand, 
Where the broad ocean leans against the land, 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide. 
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently slow. 
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow ; 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore ; 
While the pent ocean rising o'er the pile. 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ; 
The slow canal, the yellow-blossomed vale, 
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail. 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation rescued from his reign. 

Thus, while around, the wave-subjected toil, 
Impels the native ^o repeated toil. 
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IndnstiioiiB habits in each bosom reigOf 

And industrj begets a lore of gain. 

Henoe all the gCNod from opulence that springs* 

With all those ills superfluous treasure brings. 

Are here displayed. Their much-loved wetdth imparts 

ConTenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 

Bat Tiew them closer, craft and fraud appear, 

£*en liberty itself is bartered here. 

At gold's superior charms all freedom flies. 

The needy sell it, and the rich man buys. 

A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves. 

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves, 

And, calmly bent, to servitude conform, 

Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm, 

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic sires of old ! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 
War in each breast, and freedom on each brow : 
How much unlike the sons of Britain now ! 

Fired at the sound, my genius spreads her wing. 
And flies where Britain courts the western spring ; 
Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride. 
And brighter streams than famed Hydaspes glide, 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray. 
There gentle music melts on every spray ; 
Creation's mildest charms are there combined. 
Extremes are only in the master's mind ; 
Stern o'er each bosom reason holds her state, 
With daring aims irregularly great : 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I see the lords of humankind pass by ; 
Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band. 
By forms unfashioned, fresh from nature^s hand, 
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Fierce in their n«tif« hftrdineM of acmlf 
True to imagined right, ahofe control. 
While e'en the peasant bottst* tlicM rights to 
And learns to venerate himself as man* 

Thine« Freedom, thine, the blessings pwHirei 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endow ; 
Too blest indeed were such withoat alloj. 
But, fosterM e'en bj Freedom, ills annoj ; 
That independence Britons prize too high. 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie ; 
The self-dependent lordlings stand alone. 
Ail claims that bind and sweeten life unknown ; 
Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held. 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repelled ; 
Ferments arise, imprisoned factions roar. 
Repressed ambition struggles round her shore ; 
Till, overwrought, the general system feels 
Its motion stop, or frenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. As nature's ties decay. 
As duty, love, and honour fail to sway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law. 
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to tl>ese alone, 
And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown ; 
Till time may come, when, stripped of oil her charms^ 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms, 
Where noble stems transmit tlie patriot dame. 
Where kings have toiled, and ptiets wrote, for fiune. 
One sink of lerel avarice (Aiall lie. 
And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonoored die. 
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Yahtf r&j rain, mj weaiy seareh to find 
That bliM which on] j eentnes in the mind. 
Whj hare I strajed from pleasure and repose. 
To seek a good each goTemment bestows t 
In erety ^pofefument, though terrors reign, 
Thoogfa tfrant kings or tjrant laws restrain. 
How small, of all that human hearts endure. 
That part which laws or kings can cause or core ; 
Still to ourselres in cTery place consigned. 
Our own felicitj we make or find ; 
With secret course which no loud storms annoj, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joj ; 
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien*s bed of steel. 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Leare reason, faith, and conscience, all our own. 



-* 




Sweet Auburn! InvdioH vtllttge or the plain. 
Where ht;ulth iind pluiiiy chtsrrcd the labouring swain. 
Where smiling spring its ttnrtiGst visit paid, 
Ai)<l pnrtiug suunner's Mn^eriiig blooiits dcla/ed; 
Dear lovely bowers of iiinoceuce and ense, 
Seaij of my yunih, when every sport could please ; 
How ufteu have 1 loitered o'er tity jiiruen, 
Whtire humble Imppinuss endeared each soeue) 
How often have 1 paused on every charm. 
The sheltered col, the cultivated funii, 
Tin; nEvcr-Mlipig brook, lii;j busy luilli 
The decent churcli that lopped the tieiglibouiinv hill, 
The hnwihurn bu^li, with seals beticath the abiiae, 
For talkinnc afj and whispering lovere made I 
How often have I blest the coming day. 
When toil riimitti[i§[ lent its turn to play, 
And oil the village iniin, fr<mi Ijibuur free, 
Led up their sporta beneath the apreadiog tree ! 
While innny a pastimi- circled in the shade. 
The young contending us the old surveyed ; 
Aod'many a gambol trulicked o'er the ground. 
And sleights of art, and featj of strength went round ; 
And dtill, nseach repeated pleasure tired, 
Succeeding sports the mirtlirul baud iuspired. 
The danoiitg pair (hut simply sought renown. 
By holding out to tire each other down ; 
The swain, misirustlesa of his amutted face. 
Wliilu aecrel laughi.r lili.r.d niuiid the place ; 
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The badbfiri Tiiipn** nde-long looks of love. 
The matron's giaoce that wcmld those looks rtf i m ^ t : 
These were tbjr charms, sweet Tillage ! sports like these. 
With sweet saccession, taugfrt e*en toil U> please ; . 
These roond thj bowers their c hecifu l inlliieoee shed. 
These were th j charms — but all diese charms are lied. 

Sweet smiling Tillage, loreliest of the lawn, 
Thj sports ore fled, and all thj charms withdrawn ; 
Amidst thj bowers the tjrant's hand is seen. 
And Desolation saddens all thj green : 
One onlj master grasps the whole domain. 
And half a tillage stints thj smilinir plain ; 
No more thj giassj brook reflects the daj. 
But, choked with sedges, works its weedj waj ; 
Xlong thj glades, a solitarj guest, 
7he hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ; 
i midst thj desert walks the lapwing flies, 
ind tires their echoes with unvaried cries ; 
Sink are thj bowers in shapeless ruin all, 
Aad the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall, 
jLd, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand, 
Fu*, far awaj thj children leave the land. 

ni fares the land, to hastening ills a prej, 
Wiere wealth accumulates, and men decaj : 
Pmces and lords maj flourish, or maj fade ; 
A ireath can make them, as a breath hns made : 
Bu a bold peasantrj, their countrj*s pride, 
WIen once destrojed, can never be supplied. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began. 
Whin everj rood of ground maintained its man ; 
For lim light Labour spread her wholesome store. 
Just rave what life required, but gave no more ; 
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His best companions, innocence and health ; 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 

Rut times are altered ; trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain ; 
Along the lawn, where scattered hamlets rose. 
Unwieldy wealth and cumberous pomp repose; 
And everj want to luxury allied, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom. 
Those calm desires that asked but little room. 
Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful scene, 
Lived in each look, and brightened all the green ; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore. 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn, parent of the blissfiil hour. 
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power. 
Here, as I take my solitary rounds. 
Amidst thy tangling walks, and ruined grounds. 
And, many a year elapsed, return to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her busy train, 
Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 

in all my wanderings round this world of care. 
In all my griefs — and God has given my share — 
I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown. 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To husband out. life's taper at tlie close. 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose ; 
1 still had hopes, for pride attends us still. 
Amidst the swains to show my book-learned skill 
Around my fire an evening group to draw. 
And tell of all I felt, and all I saw : 
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And, as a hare whom hounds and horns pursue, 
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew, 
I still had hopes, mj long vexations past, 
Here to return — and die at home at last. 

O blest retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreat from care, that never must be mine. 
How hnppj he who crowns, in shades like these, 
A jouth of labour with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a world where strong temptations tiy, 
And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep. 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
No surly porter stands in guilty state. 
To spurn imploring famine from the gate ; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay. 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And, all his prospects brightening to the last. 
His heaven commences ere the world be past. 

Sweet was the sound when oft at evening's close, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I passed with careless steps and slow, 
The mingling notes came softened from below ; 
The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung. 
The sober herd that lowed to meet their young. 
The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool. 
The playful children just let loose from school, 
The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whispering wi id, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind y 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade. 
And filled each pause the nightingale had made. 
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But now the Bounds of populadoa fiul, 
No cbeerfiii murman fluctuate in the gale, 
No busy steps the grass-grown footway tread. 
Hut all the blooming ^ush of life is fled : 
All but you widowed solitary thing. 
That feebly bends beside the plashing spring ; 
She, wretched matron, forced, in age, for bread, 
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread. 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn. 
To seek her nightly shed, and weep till mom ; 
She only left of all the harmless train. 
The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled. 
And still where many a garden-flower grows wild, 
'inhere, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose. 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 
A luuu he was to all the country dear, 
A lid passing rich with forty pounds a year ; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race. 
Nor e'er had changed, nor wished to change his place; 
Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power, 
Uy doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 
l*':ir other aims his heart had learnt to prize, 
More skilled to raise the wretched than to rise, 
lii^i house was known to all the vagrant train, 
iltj chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain ; 
'I'he long-remembered beggar was his guest. 
Whose beard descending swept his aged breast ; 
The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud. 
Claimed kindred there, and had his claim allowed 
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay. 
Sat by his fire, and talked the night awaj ; 
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Wept o'er his woands, or, tales of sorrow done» 
Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields were won. 
Pleased with his guest, the good man learned to glow. 
And quite forgot their vices in their wo ; 
Careless their merits or their faults to scan. 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And even his failings leaned to virtue*s side ; 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all : 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 
To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies. 
He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain by turns dismayed. 
The reverend champion stood. At his control 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 
Comfort came down, the trembling wretch to raise. 
And his last faltering accents whispered praise. 

At church, with meek and unafiected grf«ce. 
His looks adorned the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway, 
And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray. 
The service past, around the pious man, 
With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 
Even children followed, with endearing wile, 
And plucked his gown, to share the good man's smile. 
His ready smile a parent's warmth exprcst, 
Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distrest ; 
To them his heart, his love, his c^riefs were given. 
Bat all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 
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Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the sU 
riiou2^h round its breast the rolling clouds are i 
l/.ernal siMishine settles on its head. 

Beside yon stragjrli"g fence that skirts tlie wa 
Willi blossomed furze, unprofitably gay, 
There, iu his noisy mansion, skilled to rule, 
1 li» village master taught his little school. 
A .ii.iiJ .severe he was, and stern to view, 
! knew nun well, and every truant knew; 
Well had iln^ 'roding tremblers learned to trace 
The day's disasif>rs in his morning face; 
Full w(;ll they laugifd, with counterfeited glee, 
\t all his jokes, for nmi.y a joke had he ; 
Full well the busy whispei, circling round, 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned : 
Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught. 
The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 
The village all declared how much he knew ; 
'Twas certain he could write, and cypher too ; 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presagi 
.\nd even the story ran that he could guage : 
In arguing too, the parson owned his skill, 
^or even though vanquished, he could argue still 
*Vhile words of learned lengtli, and thundering 8< 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around ; 
And still they ^azed, and still the wonder grew. 
That one small head could carry all he knew. 

/*llt f»r»oo<»/l •■• ..MI''* 
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Low lies that house, where nut-brown draughts inspired, 
Where graybeard mirth, and smiling toil retired. 
Where village statesmen talked with looks profound. 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendours of that festive place ; 
The white-washed wall, the nicely sanded floor. 
The varnished clock that clicked behind the door ; 
The chest, contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 
The pictures, placed for ornament and use. 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose ; 
The heurth, except when winter chilled the day, 
With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay ; 
While broken teacups, wisely kept for show, 
Hanged o'er the chimney, glistened in a row. 

Vain transitory splendours ! could not all 
lletrieve the tottering mansion from its fall ! 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
All hour's importance to the poor man's heart. 
Thither no more the peasant shall repair. 
To sweet oblivion of his daily cam ; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail ; 
No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear. 
Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear; 
The host himself no longer shall be found. 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round ; 
Nor the coy mud, half willing to be prcst. 
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 
Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These simple blessings of the lowly train, 
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To mc more dear, congenial to mj heart. 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art ; 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its plaft 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-horn swqri 
Lightly they frolic o*er the vacant mind« 
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined. 
But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed, 
In the^e, ere triflers half their wish obtain, 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain ; 
And, even while fashion^s brightest arts decoy. 
The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy t 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who sonrey 
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay, 
*Tis yours to judge how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore. 
And shouting Folly hails them -from the shore ; 
Hoards e'en beyond the miser's wish abound. 
And rich men flock from nil the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our useful products still the same. 
Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a space that many poor supplied ; 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds. 
Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds ; 
The robe that wraps his limbs in silken' sloth 
Has robbed the neighbouring fields of half their growth ; 
His seat, where solitary sports are seen, 
Indignant spurns the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world each needful product flies. 
For all the luxuries the world supplies : 
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WluJe thus the laiid, adorned for pleagiure oU 
In barren splendour feeblj waits the ialL 

As soine fair female, unadorned and plain. 
Secure to please while youth confirms her reifi^n, 
Slights every borrowed charm tlint dress supplies. 
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 
But when those charms are past, for charms are frail, 
M'heu time advances, and when lovers fail, 
Slie then shines forth, solicitous to bless. 
In all the glaring impotence of dress : 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betrayed, 
III nature's simplest charms at first arrayed ; 
But verging to decline, its splendours rise, 
its vistas strike, its palaces surprise; 
While, -scourged by famine, from the smiling Innil 
The mournful peasant leads his humble band : 
And while he sinks, without one arm to save. 
The country blooms — a garden and a grave* 

Where then, all ! where shall poverty reside. 
To 'scape tlie pressure of contiguous pride ? 
If to some common's fenceless limits strayed. 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade. 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide, 
And e'en the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city -siped — what waits him there 1 
To see profusion that he must not share : 
To see ten thousand baleful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To see each joy the sons of pleasure know, 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's wo. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade. 
There the pale artist phes the sickly trade ; 

I5» 
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Here, while the proud their long drawn pomp diiplqrf 

There the black gibbet glooms betidA the wmj; 

The dome where pleasure h<^ds h«r mdnigfcC reign. 

Here, richlj decked, admits the gorgecHu train ; 

Tumultuous grandeur crowds the biasing sqnars. 

The rattling chariots clash, the torches |^are. 

Sure scenes like these no troubles e*er annAj! 

Sure these denote one uniyersal joj ! 

Are these thy serious thoughts t— Ah ! turn thine ejm 

Where the poor houseless shivering female lies : 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blessed. 

Has wept at tales of innocence distressed ; 

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thor^ ; 

Now lost to ail ; her friends, her virtue fled. 

Near her betrajer*s door she lajs her head« 

And, pinched with cold, and shrinking from tlu ^hoiwer 

With heavj heart deplores that luckless hon*- 

When idlj first, ambitious of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brow ' 

Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the lovelier- *ui. 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain t 
£*n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led. 
At proud men's doors they ask a little bread ! 

Ah, no. To distant climes, a dreary scene* 
Where half the convex world intrudes between* 
Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they gr 
Where wild Altania murmurs to their wo. 
Far different there from nil that charmed before. 
The various terrors of that horrid shore ; 
Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely shed intolerable day ; 
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Tbote matted woods, where birds forget to hing^ 
But silent bats io drowsj clusters cling ; 
Those poisonous fields with rank luxuriance crowned, 
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around : 
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake; 
Where crunching tigers wait their hapless prey, 
And savage men more murderous still than they ; 
While oh in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravaged landscape with the skies : 
Far different these from every former scene, 
The cooling brook, the grassy vested green. 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove. 
That only sheltered thefts of harmless love. 

Good heaven ! what sorrows gloomed that parting day. 
That called them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiles every pleasure passed. 
Hung round their bowers, and fondly looked their last; 
And took a long farewell, and wished in vnin 
For seats like these beyond the western main ; 
And, shuddering still to face the distant deep. 
Returned and wept, and still returned to weep. 
The good old sire, the first prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others* wo i 
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave. 
He only wished for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears. 
The fond companion of his helpless years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms. 
And left a lover's for a father's arms. 
With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes, 
And blessed the cot where every pleasure rose ; 
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And kissed her thoughtJess babes witli luaujr a tenff 
And clasped them close, in sorrow doubly dear; 
Whilst her foud husband strove to lend relief^ 
In all the silent manliness of erief. 

O Luxury ! thou curst by Ueaveu*8 decree. 
How ill exchanged are things like these for thee ! 
How do thy potions, with insidious joy, 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown. 
Boast of a florid vigour not their own ; 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy wo ; 
Till sapped their strength, and every part unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round. 

E*en now the devastation is begun. 
And half the business of destruction done ; 
E*en now, methinks, as pondering here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon unchonng vessel spreads the sail, 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale. 
Downward they move, a melancholy band. 
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand 
Contented toil, and hos]*itable care, 
And kind connubial tenderness are there ; 
And piety with wishes placed above. 
And steady loyalty, and faithful love. 
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade ; 
Unfit, in these degenerate timet of shame. 
To catch the heart, or strike for honest fami^ ; 
Doar charming nymph, neglected and decried, 
My shame in crowds, my solitary pride ; 
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Thou source of all mj bliss, and all mj woe. 
That found'st me poor at first, and keep^st me so ; 
Tbou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well ; 
Farewell ! and O ! wherever thy voice be tried, 
On Torno*s cliffs, or Pambamarca's side. 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 
Or winter wraps the polar world in snow. 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time. 
Redress the rigours of the inclement clime. 
Aid slighted Truth, with thy persuasive strain ; 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that states of native strength possessedi 
Though very poor, may still be very blessed ; 
That trade's proud empire hastes to swifl decay. 
As ocean sweeps the laboured mole away ; 
While self-dependent power can time defy, 
A9 rocks resist the billows and the sky. 
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Now Spring returns ; bul not lo mo retumi 
The vernal joj mv belter yearn hare known ; 

Oim in my breast life's dyinf; taper burns. 
And all the joy* of life with health arc flown. 

Starting and ahtveria? in tfa' inconstant wind, 
Meagre and pali-, the ghost of what I waa, 

Beneath fome blasted tree I lie reclined. 
And count ihc silent tnoments as they pass : 

The winged moments, whooe unstajing' speed 
No art can slop, or in their course arrest ; 

Whose flight shall shiirtly count me with the dead. 
And lay mc down in peace with ihem that nsi 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate ; 

And morning dreams, as poets tell, are Irtio i 
Led by pale gliosis, I enter death's dark gate, 

And bid the realms of light and life ndieti. 
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I hear the helpless wail, the shriek of wo ; 

I see the muddj wave, the drearj shore. 
The sluffgish streams that slowly creep helow. 

Which mortals risit and return no more. 

Farewell, je bloonung fields ! je cheerful plains ! 

Enough for me the churchjard's lonelj mound. 
Where Melancholj with still Silence reigns. 

And the rank grass waves o*er the cheerless groand. 

There let me wander at the shut of ere. 

When s'eep sits dewy on the labourer's eyes ; 

Th** world and all its busy follies leare. 

And talk with Wisdom where my Daphnis lies. 

There let me sleep forgotten in the clay, 

When death shall shut these weary aching eyes ; 

Rest in the hopes of an eternal day. 

Till the long night is gone, and the last mom arise. 




Whrrr high the hpn»enl7 lenipU standi. 
The house or fiod not made with hands, 
A grent High Priest our iiaiiire wears. 
The Pntron of Mnnkind npppnrv. 

He who Tor men in mercy stnod. 
And poured on earth his precious blood, 
PiiraiK'fi in henven his pian of grnci.', 
The Giinrdiati C.nd of hiimnn mce. 

Though now nscended up on high, 
He bends on ei.rth n brother'* eye, 
Pnrtiiker of tiie hnmnn name, 
He knows the fmilrv of our frainti 



I »i>r fellow 
A fel)ow.f< 

And Ktill n 
His tears. 



tifferer yet retains, 
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LOGAN. 

In ereiy pang that rends die heart, 
The Man of Sorrowi had a part ; 
He sjrmpathizea in oar grief, 
And to Uie sufferer sends reliefl 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne. 
Let ns make all oar sorrows known. 
And ask the aids of heavenly power. 
To help OS in the efO bonr. 
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What constitutes a State T 
Not high-raised battlement or laboured mound. 

Thick wal! or moated gate ; 
Not cities proud with spires and turrets crowned ; 

Not bays and broad-armed ports. 
Where, laughing at the storm, rich iiaTies ride ; 

Not starred and spangled courts. 
Where low-browed baseness wiifts perfume to pride. 

No ; — men, high-minded men, 
With powers as far above dull brutes endued 

In forest, brake, or den, 
As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude ; 

Men, who their duties know, 
But know their rights, and, knowing, dare maintaiiii 

Prerent the long-aimed blow, 
And crush the tjrant while thej rend the chain : 

These constitute a State, 
And soTereign Law, that »^t«te*8 collected will, 

0*er thrones and globes elate 
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Sits Empress, crowning good, repressing ill ; 

Smit bj her sacred frown 
The fiend dissension like a rapour sinks, 

And e*en th* all dazzling crown 
Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding shrinks. 

Such was this heaven-loved isle, 
Than Lesbos fairer and the Cretan shore ! 

No more shall Freedom smile t 
Shall Britons languish, and be men no moret 

Since all must life resign. 
Those sweet rewards which decorate the brave, 

*Tis folly to decline. 
And steal inglorious to the silent grave. 
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TRE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIOHT. 

My loved, mj honoured, much respected friend. 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end, 

My dearest meed a friend's esteem and praise : 
To 70U I sing, in simple Scotish lays. 

The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The native feelings strong, tlie guileless ways # 

What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah 1 tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I ween. 



November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The shortening winter-day is near a close 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

The blackening trains o' craws to their repose : 
The toil-worn Cotter firae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes. 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary o*er the moor, his course docs hameward bend. > 
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At length hit lonely cot appears in /iew. 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
The expectant wee-thing8« toddlin, stacher through 

To meet their dad, ^ flictherin noise an* glee. 
His wee-bit ingle, blinkin bonnilj, 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriftie wifie*s smile. 
The lisping in£uit prattling on his knee. 

Does a* his weary carking cares begruile. 
An* makes him quite forget his labour an* his toiL 



Beljve the elder bairns come drappin in, 

At service out, amang the formers roun* ; 
Some ca* the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor-town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jennj, woman grown. 

In youthful bloom, love sparkling in her e*e, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to show a braw new gown. 

Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship te. 



Wi* joy unfeigned brotliers and sisters meet, 
I An* each for other*8 welfare kindly 8peers : 

The social liouris, swift winged, unnoticed fleet ; 

Each tells the unco that he sees and hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view : 
The mother, wi* her needle an* her shears, 

Gars auld claes look amnist as wcel*s the new, 
Thr father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 
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Their master's an* their oustress's commaud. 

The younkers a' ore warned to obej ; 
* Ad' mind the laboum wi' an ejdent hand. 

An' ne'er, though out o' sight, to jauk or play ; 
An' O, be sure to fear the Lord alwaj ! 

An' mind your dutj, duly, morn an' night ! 
Lest in temptation's path je gang astray. 

Implore his counsel and assisting might : 
They never sought in vain that sought we Lord aright 



But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same, 
Tells how a neebor-hid cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
1 he yrily motlier sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek ; 
With heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name. 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; [rake. 

Weel pleased, the mother hears, its nae wild, worthless 



Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben; 

A strappan youth ; he takes the mother's eye : 
BIythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye. 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi* joy. 

But blate and laithfu', scarce can weel behave ; 
The mother, wi* a woman's wiles, can spy 

What makes the youth sae bashful an' sue grave ; 
Weel pleased to think her bairn's respected like the lave* 
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Of happy love i where love like this is found ! 

O, heartfelt raptures ! bliss beyond compare I 
I've paced much this weary mortal rourdi 

And safe experience bids me this declare— 
If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare^ 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
*Tis when a yoothfiilt loving, modest pair. 

In other's arms breath out the tender tale, [gale. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the evening 



Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — 

A wrftch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth — | 

That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, i 

Betray sweet Jeniiy^s unsuspecting youth? ' 

Curse on his perjured arts ! dissembung, smooth ! 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exiled t 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth. 

Points to the parents fondling o*er their child ? 
That paints the ruined maid, and tlieir distract ion wild f 



But now the supper crowns their simple board, | 

The healsome parritch, chief o' Scotia's food ; 
The soupe their only hawkie does afford, 

That, yont the hallan ^nugly chows her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood, 

To grace the lad, her weel hained hebbuck, fell. 
An' aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's it glide ; 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
I low 'twos a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the belL 
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The eheerfii* Mmr 

Theft roand the mA^ 

The fire tani« o'er, i^ petrieirhal 

The hig ha* bible, nee hk &theA pride : 
Ilifl booDei rerereiitlj u kid ande, 

ilia Ijart haffets wearing dun an* bare; 
Tfaoie ftrains that onee did sweet in Zion ffiimt 

He waJee a portioii with jndieioiis eare ; 
And, * Let os wonUp GodI* he eajra, wUi 



They chant their artlem notes in simple guise. 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim ; 
Perhaps Dundee's wild, warbling measures rise, 

Or plaintive Martyr's, worthy of the name. 
Or noble Elgin beats the heayen-ward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays ; 
Compared with these, Italian trills are tame. 

The tickled ears no heart-felt raptures raise, 
Nne unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 



Tint priest-like father reads the sacred page. 

How Abrnm was the friend of Crod on high ; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amtilek's ungracious progeny ; 
Or, how the niyal bnni did groaning lie 

lleiinath tlie stroke of heaven's avenging ire ; 
( )r. Job's pathetic plaint and wailing cry ; 

Or, nipt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire; 
Or, Qlher holy seem that tune the sacred lyre. 
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Perhaps the Chrietian Yoiame is the theme, 

How guiltless blood for gailty man was shed ; 
How He* who bore in hearen the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head ; 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to manj a land ; 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great B8i)ylon*s doom pronounced by 
HeaYen*8 command. 



Then, kneeling down, to Heaven's eternal King 

The saint, the father, and the husband, prays : 
Hope * springs exulting on triumphaut wing,* 

That thus tibey all shall meet in future days ; 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator^s praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 
Mobile circling time moves round in an eternal sphere 



Compared with this, how poor religion's pride. 

In all the pomp of method and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide. 

Devotion's every grace, except the heart ! 
The Power, incensed, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous train, the sacerdotul stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart 

May hear, well pleased, \he language of the soal« 
A.nd in his book of life the inmates poor enroL 
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TlieD homewaid all take oiTdbeir wmwnl wij. 

The joongliiig-coClafBn netiie.to reH ; 
The pareDt pair tiieir aeerec homage paj. 

And proffer op to hearen the warm r eqa c a t . 
That Hb who ftUb the laTen*! ekunoroos ma^ 

And decks the lilj fidr in flowery pride. 
Would, in the waj hit wiedom eeet the beett 

For them and for their little ones profide ; 
But, ehieflj, in their heart with grace drrine pterfda 



From Bcenei like these old Scotia's grandeur springn^ 

That makes her lored at home, reyered abrtmd : 
Princes and Lords are but the breath of Kings, 

' An honest man*s the noblest work of God :' 
And, certes, in fair Virtue's heayeniy road. 

The cottaffe leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is the Tordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load, 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refined. 



() Scotia ! mj dear, mj native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to heaven is sent ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 

He bhfst with health, and peace, and sweet content I 
And, (> I may heaven their simple lives prevent. 

From luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Thru, howe*or crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while. 
And stand a waU of fire around their much loved Isle. 
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OThoa! who poared tiw pmiolie lide. 

That streamed duoiigb Wallace V 
Who dared to noblj stefli tjnaai 

Or nobl J die — the aeeood 
(The patriot't God, pecidiarlf ^o« 

Hit friend, inspirer* gaardiaB, aad 
O nerer, neTer, Scotia*t reafan deaert ; 

Bat fdll the patriot, and the patriot 
Id brif^ su cccMJo n raiie, her 





TO A MOmTAOf DAOT. 



Wee, modest, crimson-tipped iover, 
Tboo'st met me in an eril hovr ; 
For I maon cm^ amang the itove, 

Thj sJender item ; | 

To spare thee now is past mj power 

Thoo honnie i^em. | 



Ahtf ! its no thj neebor sweet. 
The honnie lark, companioii 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi* spiled breast. 
When opward^pringing, bijthe to g reef 

The piir|ding 
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Cauld blew the bitter-tntiag mtA, 
Upon th^ early, Itamble birtli ; 
Yet cheerfullj lliou glinted tbith. 

Amid tlie etofm. 
Scarce reared above the pannt etutk 

Thy tender form. 



The flaunting Bowers onr gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods and wa's maan shield ; 
But than bene nth tbe randotn-bield, 

O' clod or stane ; 
Adorns the histie stibble field, 

Unseen, alnne. 



Tbere, in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy inawie bosom sun-ward spread { 
Thou liftat thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the sbare upteara thy bed. 

And low thou liea. 



Such is tlie fate of artless maid. 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betrayed. 

And guileless trust ; 
Till she, like thee, all soiled, is laid 

Low i* tbe dust. 
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SQeh is the fiite of simple bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless starred : 

Unskilftd he to note the card. 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o*er. 



Such fate to suffering worth is given. 

Who long with wonts and woes has striven ; 

Bj human pride or cunning driven, 

To misery's brink ! 
Till wrenched of every stay but heaven. 

He, ruined, sink ! 



Even thou who moum*8t the daisy's fieite, 
That fate is thine — no distant date ; 
Stem Ruin's ploughshare drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom ; 
Till crushed beneath the furrow's weight* 

Shall be thy doom. 




TIm glooB7 Bi^ i> pAoriag ha^ 
Loudroara tha vild moouiUnt falaat, 
Yon mnrkf clond U ibul with rain, 
I •«« it driTing o'ar the plain ; 
The hunter now hM left the iBoari 
The ■catter'd oowtja in««t Mcan, 
Wbil« here I wander, preet with can, 
Along the lonel; banks of Ayr. 



The autumn mourns her ripening com 
Bjr earl; winier'a ravage torn ; 
Acrosi her placid, azure tkj. 
She sees the acowling tempest fly : 
Chil) rum my blood to hear it rare, 
I think upon the stormy ware, 
Where many a danger I must dan, 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 



Tia not the surging billow's roar, 
'Tis not that fatal deadly shore ; 
Though death in every shape appear, 
The wretched have no more to fear: 
But round ny heart the ties are bound, 
That heart tranapierc'd with many a woi 
Thaw bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr. 
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Farewell ! Old Coila*s hills |Jid dalei, 
Her healthy moors and winding yales ; 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves, 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 
Farewell, mj friends ! Farewell, mj foes 
Mj peace with these, my love with thoi 
The bursting tears my heart declare ; 
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr 



COWPER 



THS INFIDEL AND THE CHRISTIAN. 

The path to bliss abounds with ninny n snare ; 
Learning is one, and wit, however rare. 
The Frenchman, first in Hternry fame, 
(Mention him if you please. Voltaire? — The same) 
With spirit, genius, eloquence, supphed. 
Lived long, wrote much, hiughed lieurtily, and died. 
The Scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew 
Bon-vnots to gall the Christian and tlie Jew ; 
An infidel in health, but what when sick t 
O — then a text would touch him at the quick : 
View him at Paris in his lust career. 
Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere ; 
Exalted on hi:* pt;<lestal of pride, 
f\nd fumed with frankincense on every side, 
He begs their flattery with his latest breath, 
And smothered in't at last, is praised to death. 

Yoii cottager, who weaves at her own door, 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store ; 
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Content though mean, and cheerfiil if not gay* 
Shuffling her threads about the lirelong daj. 
Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit, 
Has little understanding, and no wit, 
ReeeiTes no praise ; but, though her lot be such, 
(Toilsome and indigent) she renders much ; 
Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true, 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 
And in that charter reads with sparkling eyes 
Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

O happy peasant ! O unhappy bard ! 
His the mere tinsel, her's the rich reward ; 
He praised perhaps for ages yet to come. 
She never heard of half a mUe from home : 
He lost in errors his vain heart prefers. 
She safe in the simplicity of hers. 



PORTRAIT OF WHITFIELD. 

Leuconomus (beneath well-sounding Greek 
I slur a name a poet may not speak) 
Stood pilloried on Infamy's high stage. 
And bore the pelting scorn of half an age ; 
The very butt of Slander, and the blot 
For every dart that Malice ever shot. 
The man that mentioned him at once dismissed 
\11 mercy from his lips, and sneered and hissed ; 
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew. 
And Perjury stood up to swear nil true ; 
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Hit aim wks niHcliieF, and Im xeai fKWata, 

His speech rebellion agwnst eonnaN mom, 

A bnnve, wheit tried on hoseatjr's fAium nils t 

And when by that of reavMit 4 nwiv tool ; 

Tim worid's best coiiifi>rt wm, Ua dtmn WM pM wl 

Die when liu lui^rht, h« iiitiMt Iw ^tmmaj M luL 

Now, Truth, perform ikiae attcc t *■'( ■■id 
The cnnHin drawn b; PreJMdHM ami Pry*, 
liereal (tb*; nan is dead) to wandariag •jrea 
This more than monster, in Ui prafM^ gWMw 

Hu loved the world tlitit kaMd him : tba taw 

Assuiled by icnndnl und ibe loiigua of strife, 
{lis only iinxwvr wns a blamelMS lif« ; 
And Itu thut Toi^tl, und lie that threw th« dut* 
Hnd cncli a brother's inter«st in hb U.-aft 
I'nul'H love of Christ, aitd iteadtnesa unbribadi 
Were copied cloae in hitn, and well tranacrihed. 
He followed Paul ; hi« r.tal n kindred flame. 
His nposl'ilii: elinrily the same. 
Like him, erosMMl clMerfully tempestuous sens, 
Forsakinfc cimnlrv, kindred, friends, nnd ease : 
Like liim he InlHiured, iind like Itim conWnt 
To bi-ar it, aiiRervd simiiie where'er be went. 
Bln«h, Culiimny ! and write upon )iii tomb. 
If honest Gnlogy can Hpun: tliee room, 
Thy docp repentance of thy thousand lies, 
Which niini'd ni him, ha« pierced the offended ski 
And any, Bloi out my sin, confessed, deplored, 
Agaiasi thine imuge in thy saint, O Lord t 
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CHSISTIAN UBBTY. 

He 18 the freeman whom the truth makes free» 
Aod all are slayes beside. There's not a cham 
That hellish foes confederate for his harm 
Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withee. 
He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature ; and though poor, perhaps, compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight. 
Calls the delightful scenery all his own. 
His are the moantains, and the valley his. 
And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 
But who, with filial confidence inspired, 
Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye. 
And smiling say — ' My father made them all !* 
Are they not his by a peculiar right, 
And by an emphasis of interest his. 
Whose eyes they fill with tears of holy joy. 
Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That planned, and built, and still upholds, a world 
So clothed with beauty, for rebellious man t 
Yes, ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; but ye will not find 
In feast, or in the chace, in song or dance, 
A liberty like his, who, unim peached 
Of usurpation, and to no man^d wrong, ^ 
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Appropriates nature as liis Fatlier's worii, 

And has a richer use of yours than yon. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by bmh 

Of no lueun city, planned or e'er the hills 

Were built, the fountains opened, or the sea 

With nil his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedixu is tlie same in every state ; 

And no condition of this changeful Ufe, 

So manifold in cares, wltose every day 

Bring it? own evil with it, maltes it less: 

For he hn» win^ that neither eicknuss, pain, 

Nor penury can cripple or confine ; 

No nouk eo narrow but he spreads them tliera 

Wiih ease, nnd is at lar^re. The oppresMr bddi 

His body bound ; but knows not wlitt B range 

His spirit Likes, uuconsciom of a chain ; 

And thut to hind hitn is n. vain attempt, 

Whom God deli^chts in, and hi wlioiii he dwelliL 

Act]uaiut thyself with God, if thou wouldst (aMa 
His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 
Thou sliult perceive that thou wnst blind before : 
Thine eye ehuti be instructed ; and thino heart 
Hade pure, shall rcli^li with divine delight, 
Till then uiifelt, n-lmt liunds divine Itnvc wruugbt. 
Brutes graze the iiiounlaiii top with faces prone 
And eyes intent upitn the scanty herb 
It yields tliciii ; or, recumbent on its brow. 
Ruminate, heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, beyond, and stretching far nnray, 
From inland regions to the distant main. 
Man views it nml admires, hut rests content 
With ivlml he vicivs. The landscape has bis praiH 
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But not its Author. Uoconeeraed who formed 

The paradise he sees* he finds it such ; 

And, such well-pleased to find it, asks no more. 

Not so the mind that has been touched from heaveOt 

And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 

To read his wonders, in whose thought the world. 

Fair as it is, existed ere it was. 

Not for its own sake merely, but for his 

Much more who &shioned it, he gives it praise ; 

Praise that firom earth resulting, as it ought, 

To earth's acknowledged Sovereign, finds at once 

Its onlj just proprietor in Him. 

The sou] that sees him, or receives sublimed 

New faculties, or learns at least to employ 

More worthily the powers she owned before. 

Discerns in all things what, with stupid gaze 

Of ignorance, till then she overlooked, 

A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms 

Terrestrial, in the vast and the minute. 

The unambiguous footsteps of the God 

Who gives its lustre to an insect's wing, 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 

Much conversant with heaven, she often holds 

With those fair ministers of light to man, 

That fills the skies nightly with silent pomp, 

Sweet conference ! inquires what strains were they 

With which heaven rang, when every stat, in haste 

To gratulate the new-created earth, 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 

Shouted for joy. — * Tell me, ye shining hosts. 

That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 

Ceneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 
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If from your elevation, whence ye Tiew 

Distinctly scenes invisible to man, 

And systems, of whose birth no tidings yet 

Have reached this nether world, ye spy a race 

Favoured as ours, transgressors from the womb. 

And hasting to a grave, yet doomed to rise. 

And to possess a brighter heaven than yours t 

As one who, long detained on foreign shores, 

Pants to return, and when he sees afar 

His country's weather-bleached and battered rockfi 

From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 

Radiant with joy towards the happy land ; 

So I with animated hopes behold, 

And many an aching wish, your beamy fires. 

That show like beacons in the blue abyss, 

Ordained to guide th* embodied spirit home. 

From toilsome life to never-ending rest. 

liove kindles as I gaze. I feel desires 

That give assurance of their own success, 

And that, infused from heaven, must thither tend.* 

So reads he Nature, whom the lamp of truth 
Illuminates: thy lamp, mysterious Word ! 
Which whoso sees, no longer wanders lost, 
With intellects bemazed, in endless doubt, 
Hut runs the road of wisdom. Thou hast built 
With means that were not, till by thee employed. 
Worlds that had never been, hadr^t thou in strength 
Rren less, or less benevolent than strong. 
'JMiey are thy witnesses, who speak thy power i 

'\nd goodness infinite, but speak in ears ' 

That hear not, or receive not their report, 
f n vain thy creatures testifv of thee, i 
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TiA thou proclaim thyself. Theirs is indeed 

A teaching voice ; but 'tis the praise of thine. 

That irhom it teaches it makes prompt to learn. 

And with the boon gi?es talents for its use. 

Till thou art heard, imaginations yain 

Possess the heart, ami fables false as hell. 

Yet deemed oracular, lure down to death 

The uninformed and heedless souls of men. 

We give to chance, blind chance, ourselves as blind. 

The glory of thy work, which yet appears 

Perfect and unimpeachable of blame, 

Challenging human scrutiny, and proved 

Then skilful most when most severely judged. 

But chance u not ; or is not where thou reign'st : 

Thy providence forbids that fickle power 

(If power she be, that works but to confound) 

To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refusing while we cnn 

Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 

Gods such as guilt makes welcome, gods tnat sleep. 

Or disregard our follies, or that sit 

Amused spectators of this bustling stage. 

Thee we reject, unable to abide 

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure, 

MaLde such by thee, we love thee for that cause. 

For which we shunned and hated thee before. 

Then we are free : then liberty, like day. 

Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from heaven 

Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A voice is heard, that mortal ears hear not 

Till tliou hast touched them ; *tis the voice of song- • 

A loud Hosanna sent from all thy works. 
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Which he that bean it with a shoQt repeats^ 
And adds hit rapture to the general praise. 
I n that blest moment Natnret throwing wide 
tier yeii opaque, discloses with a smito 
The author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears his power denied. 
Thou art the source and centre of all minds. 
Their onlj point of rest, eternal Word ! 
From thee departing they are lost, and rove 
At ran4pm, without honour, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all that soothes the life of man. 
His high endeavour, and his glad success, 
His strength to suffer, and his will to terre. 
Dut O, thou bounteous Giyer of all good. 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown ! 
Give what thou caust, without thee we are poor : 
And with thee ricli, take what tliou wilt away. 
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jUmCIPATIONS OF PROPlIECy 

The groans of nntare in this nether world. 
Which heaven has heard for ages, have an end* 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets sung. 
Whose 6re was kindled at the prophet's lamp. 
The time of rest, the promised Sabbath, cornea* 
Six thousand years of sorrow have well nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy and disastrous course 
Over a sinful world ; and what remains 
Of this tempestuous state of human things. 
Is merely as the workings of a sea 
Before a calm, that rocks itself to rest. 
For He, whose cur the winds are, and the doudi 
The dust that waits upon his sultry march. 
When sin hath moved him, and his wrath is hot,-^ 
Shall visit earth in mercy ; shall descend 
Propitious in his chariot paved with love; 
A/id what his storms have blasted and defaced. 
For man's revolt, shall with a smile repair. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Not to be wronged by a mere mortal touch ; 
Nor can the wonders it records be sung 
To meaner music, and not suffer loss. 
But when a poet, or when one like me, 
Happy to rove among poetic flowers. 
Though poor in skill to rear them, lights at last 
On some fair theme, some theme divinely fair 
Such is the impulse and the spur he feels. 
To give it praise proportioned to its worth, 
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That not t* attempt it, arduous as lie deems 
Tlie lalKiur, were a task more anluous still. 

O scenes surpas.oiiig fable, and yet true. 
Scenes of accoinplislied bliss ! wliicli who can 
Though but in distant prospect, and not feel 
His 8f)nl refreshed with foretaste of the joy t 
Rivers of giadnesx water all the earth, 
And chuhe all climes with beauty ; the reproach 
Of barrenness is past* The fruitful field 
Lauifhs with abundance ; and the laud, ouce lean. 
Or fertile only in its own disgnice. 
Exults to see its thistly curse repealed. 
The various seasons woven into one. 
And that one season an eternal spring, 
The garden fears no blight, and needs uo fcQce« 
For there is none to covet, all are full. 
The lion, and the libbard, and the bear, 
Graze with the fearless flocks : all bask at noon 
Together, or all gambol in the shade 
Of the same grove, and drink one common stream* 
Antipathies iire none. No foe to man 
Lurks in the serpent now ; the mother sees, 
And smiles to see, lior infant's playful hand 
Stretched forth to dally with the crested womi| 
Or stroke his azure neck, or to receive 
The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue. 
All creatures worship man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father: Error has no place ; 
That creepinir pestilence is driven away ; 
The breaih of Heaven has chased it. In the heart 
No passion touches a discordant string, 
But ull is harmony and love. Disease 
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Is not : the pure anJ uncontnminate blond 
Holds its due course, iioi Teur:) tin; frost of :i;;o. 
One song employs all imtioiis, and all cry, 
** Worthy the Lmnh, for he was slain for us !'* 
The dwellers in the vales and on tlie rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain-tops 
From distant mountains catch the flying joy : 
Till, nation after nation taught the strain. 
Earth rolls the rapturous liosanna round. 
Ueiiold the measure of the promise filled ; 
See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 
Hrigiit as a sun the sacred city shines ; 
All kingdoms, and ail princes of the earth 
P*lock to that light, the glory of all lands 
FliMvs into her; unbounded is her joy. 
And endless her increase. Thy rams are there, 
Nebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there ; 
The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind, 
And Saba^s spicy groves, pay tribute there. 
Praise is in all her gates; upon her walls. 
And in U.r streets, and in her spacious courtSi 
Is heard salvation. Eastern Java tht^re 
Kneels with the native of the farthest west ; 
And Ethiopia spreads abroad the hand. 
And worships^ Her report has travelled forth 
Into ail lands. From every clime they come 
To see thy beauty, and to share thy joy, 
O Sion ! an assenddv such as earth 
Saw never ; such as heaven stoops down to scCt 
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O for n lodge in some vast wildernen, 
Some boundless contiguity of shade, 
Where rumour of oppression and dcceitt 
Of unsuccessful or successful war, 
Might never reach me more. My ear is painedi 
My soul is sick, with every dny*s report 
Of wrong and outrage, with which earth is filled* 
There is no flesh in mnn*s obdurate heart, 
.t d^ies not feel for man ; the natural bond 
Of brotherhood is severed as the flax, 
'JMiat falls asunder at the touch of Are. 
He finds his firllow guilty of a skin 
Not coloured hke his own ; and having power 
'J" enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 
Lands intersected by a narrow frith 
Abhor each other. Mountains interposed 
Make enemies of nations, who had else 
Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 
Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys; 
And, worse than all, and most to be deplored 
As human nntnre^s broadest, foulest blot. 
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripes, that Mercy, with a bleeding heart 
Weeps, when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man ? And what man, seeing thisi 
And having human feelings, does not blush. 
And hang Lis head, to think himself a man 1 
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I would not have a ^lave to till mj ground, 
To Ct'iriy me, to fun me while I sleep. 
And tremble when I wake, for all the wealtli 
Tliiit sinews iNinght and sold have ever earned. 
No: dear as freedom is, and in my hearths 
Just estinmtion prized above all price, 
1 had much rather be myself the slave, 
And wear the bond^, than fasten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home. — Then why abroad I 
And they themselves once ferried o*er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free ; 
They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 
Th:it*s noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the bles^sing. Spread it then. 
Ami let it circulate throu<j:li every vein 
Of all your empire ; that, where Britain*s power 
U felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 
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TOE WINTER BVENIKO. 

Hark ! *tif the twanging horn o'er yonder faffidgft 
TImt with its \reari«ofne but needful leuglii 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moooi 
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright;— 
He comes, the herald of a noisy worJdt 
With spattered boots, strapped waist, and frozen loekc ; 
News from all nations lumbering at his back : 
'i'rue to his charge, the close packed load behindy 
Yet careless what lie brings ; his one concerni 
Is to cunduct it to the destined inn ; 
And, having dropped the expected bag, pass on* 
He whistles as he goes, light hearted wretch, 
Cold and yet cheerful, messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some ; 
To liiai indifferent whether grief or joy. 
Houses in ashes, or the full of stocks; 
Births, deaths, and marriages ; epistles wet 
With tears, that trickled down the writer^s cheeks, 
Fast as the periods from his fluent quill ; 
Or charged with amorous sighs of absent swains. 
Or nymphs responsive ; equally afl*ect 
His horse and him, unconscious of them olL 
But O the important budget ! ushered in 
With such heart-shaking music ; who can say 
What are its tidings? Have our troops awaked T 
Or do they still, as if with opium drugged, 
Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wavet 
Is India free 1 and does she wear her plumed 
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And jewelled turban with a smile of peace. 
Or do we grind her still 1 The grand debate, 
Tlie popular harangue, the tart reply. 
The logic, and the wisdom, and the wit. 
And the loud laugh — I long to know them all; 
1 burn to set the imprisoned wranglers free. 
And give them voice and utterance once again* 
Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fiist, 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round. 
And while the bubbling and loud hissing urn 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups, 
That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 
So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 
Not such his evenintf, who with shining face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and squeezed 
And bored with elbow points through both his gidet 
Out-scolds the ranting actor on the stage : 
Nor his, who patient stands till his feet throb. 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriots, bursting with heroic rage ; 
Or placemen, all tranquillity and smiles. 
This fuiio of four pages, happy work ! 
Which not e^en critics criticize ; that holds 
Inquisitive attention, while I rend, 
Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break :^ 
What is it but a map of busy life. 
Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns 1 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit fee 
The seals of office glitter in his eyes ; 
He climbs, he pants, he grasps them 1 At hif b^Iig 
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Clo9e nt Ills heels, n demagogue nscendt. 

And with a dextrous jerk soon twisu liim dowiit 

And \vin« tliein but to lose them in his tuni* 

Here rills of oily elof|ueiice in Mift 

Meiinclen^ lubriciite the course tliej take ; 

The modest speaker b ashamed and grieved 

1*0 engross u moment*s notice, tind jet begs. 

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughtSi 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet bashfulness ! it claims nt least this proiiCt 

The dearth of information and good sense 

TImt it foretells us, always comes to pass. 

Caturncts of declamation thunder here ; 

Tiiere forests of no meaning spread the page. 

In wiiicii all comprehension wanders lost; 

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 

With merry descants on a naticni^s woes 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 

But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks. 

And lilies for the brows of faded age; 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald ; 

Heaven, earth, and ocean plundered of their sweets; 

Nectareous essences, Olympian dews, 

Sermons, and city feasts, and favourite airs ; 

Ethereal journies, submarine exploits. 

And Katterfelto with his hair on end 

At his own wonders^wondering for his bread. 

*Tis pleasant through the loopholes of retreat 

To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 

Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ; 

To hear the roar she sends through all her gates 

At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
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Falls a soft murmur on the uninjure;i ear* 

Thus sitting, and surveying tiius at enae 

The globe and its concerns, I seem advanced 

To 8ome secure and more than mortal height^ 

That liberates and exempts me from them all* 

It turns, submitted to my view ; turns round. 

With all its generations : 1 behold 

The tumult and am still. The sound of war 

Ha^ lost its terrors ere it reaches me ; 

Grieves, but alarms md not. I mourn the pride 

And avarice, that make man a wolf to man ; 

lienr the faint echo of those brazen throats, 

lly which he speaks the language of his.heart. 

And si*;h, but never tremble at the sound. 

He travels and expatiates ; as the bee 

From flower to flower, so he from land to land ; 

The manners, customs, policy of all 

Pay contribution to the store he gleans ; 

He sucks intelligence in every clime. 

And spreads the honey of his deep research 

At his return — a rich repast for me. 

He travels, and I too. 1 tread his deck. 

Ascend his topmast, through his peering eyes 

Discover countries, with a kindred heart 

Suffer his woes, and share in his escapes ; 

AViiile fancy, like the finger of n clock, 

(I'jus the :;reat circuit, and is still at home. 
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ON Tin RECEIPT OP IIT MOTHQi'S PJCTOIIi 



Oil that tlioM lipt lind langunge ! Uh liai poind 
With me but niujj^lilj since 1 lieMitl tlioe kuL 
Those li|vs are thine, — thine own tweet smile I eaet 
Ths snriie that oft in childliood solneed me | 
Voice only failt, elde how distinct tliej tfij, 
* Grieve not, my child ; chase nil thy fenni away 1 
The mt!ek intelhgence of those dear eyetf 
( lili'st be the art that can immortahxc. 
The urt that baflles timers tyrannic chiim 
To qiit'iich it,) here shine^ion me still the tamet 

Faithful remembrancer of one so denr« 

welcome {fuest, though unexpected here ! 
\Vlio Wid^si ine honour with an artless song. 
Affectionate, a mother lost fo Urns* 

1 will obey, not willingly nioiic, 

But gladly, ns the precept were her own: 
And, while that face renews my filinl frriuf^ 
Fancy shall weave n charm for my mlief ; 
Shall steep me in Elysiun reverie, 
A momentary dream, that thou art she* 

My mother ! when I learnt that thou wnrt deadt 
Say wast thou consciou:! of the tears I shed t 
1 inverted thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son. 
Wretch even then, life's journey just liegunt 
Perhaps thou gavest me, though uufelt, a kiss; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss. 
Ah, that maternal smile ! it answers — Yes. 
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* heard the bell tolled on tliy burial day, 

I siiif the heiir«e that bore thee slow iiwnj, 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 

A long, hnigsigh, and wept n hist adieu ! 

But wad it tfucli I It was. — Where thou art gonet 

Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 

May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 

'J*hy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern. 

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return : 

Wl.at ardently I wished, I h>nsr believed, 

And, disappointed still, was still deceived* 

By expectation every day beguiled, 

])ape of to-morrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learned, at last, submission to my lot, 

But though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt, our name is heard no moie, 
Children not thine have trod my nursery floor; 
And where the gardener itobin, diiy by day. 
Drew me to school alontr the public way. 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet cap, 
'Tis now become a history little known. 
That once we called the pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! but the record fair. 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 
Still outlives many a storm, tliat has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced* 
TUy nightly visits to my chamber made. 
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid ; 
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Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 

The biscuit or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestowed 

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glowed : 

All this, and more endearing still than all. 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne*er roughened by those cataracts and breaks, 

That humour interposed too often makes ; 

All this still legible in memory*s page, 

A nd still to be so till my latest age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 

Such honours to thee as my numbers may: 

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 

Not scorned in heaven, though little noticed here. 

Could Time, \m flight reversed, restore the hours. 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissued flowers, 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 
I pricked them into paper with a pin, 
(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head, and smile) 
Could those few pleasant hours again appear. 
Might one wish bring them, would wish them here 
I would not trust my heart, — the dear delight 
Seems so to he desired, perhaps I might. 
But no — what here we call our life is such, 
So little to be loved, and thou so much. 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant hark from Albion's coast. 
The storms all weathered, and the ocean crossed 
Shoots into port at some well-havened isle, 
Wliert tpioes breathe, and brighter seasons smile 
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There tits quiescent on the floods that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below. 
While airs impregnated with incense plaj 
Around her funning light her streamers ffaj; 
iSo thou, witli sails how swift I hast reached the shoret 
" \?1mrc tempests never beat nor billows roar," 
And thy lovM consort on the dangerous tide 
or lift;, long since has anchor*d bj thj side. 
But uie, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 
Always from port withheld, always distress'd 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-toss*d, 
Sails ripp*d, seams op'ning wide, and compass lost. 
And day by day some current*8 thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prospVous course. 
Yet O the thought, that thou art safe, and he I 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boost is not, that I deduce my birth 
Fn»m loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth ; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise — 
The son of parents passed into the skies. 
And now farewell — Time unrevoked hath run 
His wonted course, yet what I wish*d is done. 
By contemplation's help, not sought in veun, 
I seem t* have lived my childhood o'er again ; 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
And while the wings of Fancy still are free. 
And I can view this mimic show of thee. 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft — 
Thyself remov*d, thy pow'rto sooth me left* 
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BKNSFITS OF AVrUOTIOII. 

The path of sorrow, and that path aloBOf 
Leads to the hind where sorrow is unknown ; 
No traveller ever reached that blessed abode. 
Who found not thorns and briars in his road* 
The World maj dance along the flowerj plain 
Cheered as thej g^o by manj a sprightly strain ; 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread. 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread, 
Admonished, scorn the caution and the friend, 
Bent all on pleasure, heedless of its end* 
But he, who knew what human hearts would prove. 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love. 
That, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 
A life of ease would make them harder still. 
In pity to the souls his grace designed 
To rescue from the ruin of mankind. 
Called for a cloud to darken all their years. 
And said, ' Go, spend them in the vale of tears.* 

O balmy gnles of soul-reviving air ! 
O salutary streams that murmur there ! 
These, flowing from the fount of grace above ; 
Those, breathed from lips of everlasting love ; 
The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys. 
Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys, 
An envious world will interpose its frown 
To mar delights superior to its own. 
And many u pans:, experience still within. 
Reminds them oftheir hated inmate, Sin ; 
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u Albion boast. 
No braver cbieUo«UU^i,,ent^ 

''Van be J'tbJ^Von'B «:'•-* 

«"^rwt^- nf b^^tV .n vain, 
«^^^SSa,tVber again, 
^or Viim ««" 
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Not long beneath the vhebning hrfai 

Expert to swinii he laj ; 
Nor ioon be felt bit itrength deeHno^ 

Or courage die awaj ; 
But waged with death a lasting itrifc, 
Suppor&d hj despair of life. 

He shouted : nor his friends had fiuh 
To cheek the vessers course, 

But so the furioui blast prevailed. 
That, pitiless perforce, 

Thej left their outcast mate behindt 

And scudded still before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could aflbrd ; 

And, such as storms allow. 
The cask, the coop, the floated cord. 

Delayed not to bestow. 
But he, they knew, nor ship nor shore. 
Whatever they gave, should visit more* 

Nor, cruel as it seemed, could he 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that flight, in such a sea. 
Alone could rescue them ; 

Tef bitter felt it still to die 

Deserted, und his friends so nigh 

lie long survives, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld : 
And so long he, with unspent power, 

His destiny repelled : 
And ever as the minutes flew, 
Entreated help, or cried — ** Adieu I** 
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At leiigthf his transient respite past. 

His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in every blast. 

Could catch the sound no more : 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him : but the page 

€^ narrative sincere. 
That tells his name, his worth, his ag» 

Is wet with Anson's tear: 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream. 

Descanting on his fate. 
To give the melancholy theme 

A more enduring date ; 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm allayed. 

No light propitious shone. 
When, snatched from all effectual aid. 

We perished each alone ; 
But I beneath a rougher sea, 
And whelmed in deeper gul6 than h& 
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TO MRS. UN WIN. 



The twendeCh jear is well nigh paUt 
Since first our skj was OTercott ; 
Ah, would thai this might be the last I 

Mj Mary! 

Thj spirits hare a fisdnter flow, 
I see thee daily weaker grow — 
*Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary I 

Thy needles, once a shining store. 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rust disused, and shine no more ; 

My Mary ! 

For though thou ffladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will. 

My Mary ! 

But well thou playMst the housewife's part. 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 

My Mary 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 
Yet me they cliarni, whatever the theme, 

Mv Mary ! 
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Thj silver Inclu, onoe aabnro bright, 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than goklen beams of orient light. 

My Mary ! 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could- 1 sec t 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ' 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet gently prest, press gently mine. 

My Mary ' 
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Such feebleness of limbs thou proT*st, 
That now at every step thou mov*st 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lov*st. 

My Mary! 

And still to love, though prest with ill. 
In wintry 'age to feel no chill. 
With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary I 

But ah ! bv constant heed I know, 
How oft tni: sadness tht^t I show. 
Transform thy smiles to looks of wo. 

My Mary ! 
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And should mj future lot be eoit. 
With much resemblance of the past, 
Thj worn-out heart will break at liiat, 

Mj Maij. 



TO THE RBY. MB. NBWTOIf . 



That ocean you have late sunrejedt 
Those rocks, I too have seen ; 

But I, afflicted and dismayed, 
You, tranquil and serene. 

You, from the flood-controlling steep, 
Saw stretched before your view, 

With conscious joy, the threatening deep 
No longer sucn to you. 



To me, the waves that ceaseless broke 
Upon the dangerous coast, 

Hoarsely and ominously spoke, 
Of all my treasure lost. 



Your sea of troubles you have passed, 
And found the peaceful shore; 

I, tempest-tossed and wrecked at last. 
Come home to port no more. 
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HUMAN FRAILTr. 



Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-day, 
WoTen with' pains into his plan, 

To^-niorrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring, 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But Passion rudely snaps the string. 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 
Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent, 
' But Pleasure wins his heart. 

*Tis here the folly of the wise, 
Through all his art wc view ; 

And, while his tongue the charge denies. 
His conscience owns it true. 

Pound on a voyage of awful length 

And dangers little known, 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne*er prevail. 

To reach the distant coast ; 
The brenth of heaven must swell the sail. 

Or nil the toil is lost. 
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Far from the worid, O Lord! I flea^ 

From strife and tumult fiir ; 
From scenes where Satan wages stll] 

His most successful war. 

The calm retreat^ the silent shade. 
With prayer and praise agree ; 

And seem, by thy sweet bountj, made 
For those who follow thee. 

There if thy spirit touch the soul. 
And grace her mean abode ; 

Oh ! with what peace, and joy, anc^ore, 
She communes with her God ! 

There like the nightingale, she pours 

Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song, 

Nor thirsts for human praise. 

Author and guardian of my life. 
Sweet source of light divine ; 

And, all harmonious names in one. 
My Saviour, thou art mine ! 

What thanks I owe thee, and what lore, 

A boundless, endless store. 
Shall echo through the realms above. 

When time shall be no more. 
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Grod moTcs in a mjsteiiouB waj. 

His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea. 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill, 
He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take. 
The clouds ye so mucli dread, 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan "his work in vain ; 

God is his own interpreter. 
And he will make it plain. 
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THE MOURNER. 



Yes ! there arc renl mourners, — 1 have seen 
A fair sad girl, mild, suffering, and serene ; 
Attention (through the day) her duties claimed, 
And to be useful as resigned she aimed ; 
Neatly she drest, nor vainly seemed t' expect 
Pity for grief, or pardon for neglect ; 
But when her wearied parents sunk to sleep. 
She sought her place to meditate and weep ; 
Then to her mind was all the past displayed. 
That faithful memory brings to sorrow's aid : 
For then she thought on one regretted youth, 
^^ .r tender trust, and his unquestioned truth ; 
Au every place she wandered, where they*d been, 
And sadly-sacred held the parting scene. 
Where last for sea he took his leave ; that place 
With double interest would she nightly trace ! 
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Happy he sailed, and great 4be care* he took, 
That he should sofUj sleep and smartly look ; 
White was his better linen, and his check 
Was made more dim than any on the deck ; 
And CTery comfort men at sea can know, 
Was her's to buy, to make, and to bestow : 
For he to Greenland sailed, and much she told, 
How he should guard against the climate's cold ; 
Yet saw not danger ; dangers he*d withstood. 
Nor could she trace the fewer in his bJood. 

His messmates smiled at flushings on his cheek, 
And he too smiled, but seldom would he speak ; 
For now he found the danger, felt the pain, 
With grievous symptoms he could not explain. 
He called his jfriend, and prefaced with a sigh 
A lover's message^ — * Thomas, I must die : 
Would I could see my Sally, and could rest 
My throbbing temples on her faithful breast, 
And guzing go ! — if not, this trifle tnke, 
And say, till death I wore it for her sake : 
Yes ! I must die — blow on, sweet breeze, blow on, 
Give me one look before my life be gone. 
Oh ! give me that, and let me not despair. 
One last fond look ! — and now repeat the prayer.* 

He had his wish, had more : I will not paint 
The lovers' meeting ; the beheld him faint,— ' 
With tender fears, she took a nearer view. 
Her terrors doubling as her hopes withdrew : 
He tried to smile ; and, half succeeding, said, 
** Yes ! I must die" — and hope forever fled. 
Still long she nursed him ; tender thoughts meantime 
Were interchanged, and hopes and views sublime. 

20 
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To her \ie came to die, and erery day 
She took some portion of the dread awaj ; 
With him she prajed, to him hid Bible read, 
Soothed the faint heart, and held the aching head I 
She came with smiles the hour of pain to cheer. 
Apart she sighed ; alone, she shed the tear ; 
Then, as if breaking from a doud, she gaTe 
Fresh light, and gilt the prospect of the mje. 

One daj he lighter seemed, and they nnrgot 
The care, the dread, the anguish of their lot ; 
The J spoke with cheerfulness, and seemed to think* 
Yet said not so — " Perhaps he will not sink.'* 
A sudden brightness in his look appeared, 
A sudden vigour in his voice was heard ; — 
She had been reading in the Book ef Prajer, 
And led him forth, aud placed him in his chair ; 
Lively he seemed, and spake of all he knew. 
The friendly many, and the favourite few ; 
Nor one that day did he to mind recall, 
But she has treasured, and she loves them all ; 
When ill her way she meets them, they appear 
Peculiar people— death has made them dear. 
He named his friend, but then his hand she prest. 
And fondly whispered, *' Thou must go to rest." 
*' I go," he said ; but as he spoke, she found 
1 1 is hand more cold, and fluttering was the sound ; 
Then gazed aifrighted ; but she caught a last, 
A dying look of love, and all was past I 

She placed a decent stone his grave above. 
Neatly engraved — an offering of her love ; 
For that she wrought, for that forsook her bed. 
Awake alike to duty and the dead ; 
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She would hare grieyed, had friends presuiiied to spare 

The least assistance— -'twas her proper care. 

Here will she come, and on the grave will sit. 

Folding her arms, in long abstracted fit : 

Bat if observer pass, will take her round. 

And careless seem, for she would not be found ; 

Then go again, and thus her hours employ. 

While visions please her, and while woes destroy. 



▲ M0THER*8 DEATH. 

Then died lamented, in the strength of life, 
A valued Mother and a faithful Wife ; 
Called not away, when time had loosed each hold 
On the fond heart, and each desire grew cold ; 
But when to all that knit us to our kind, 
She felt fast bound, as charity can bind ; — 
Not when the ills of age, its pain, its care. 
The drooping spirit for its fate prepare ; 
And, each affection failing, leaves the heart 
Loosed firom life's charm, and willing to depaf t ;— - 
But ALL her ties the strong invader broke, 
In all their strength, by one tremendous stroke : 
Sudden and swift the eager pest came on, 
And terror grew, till every hope was gone : 
Still those around appeared for hope to seek ! 
But viewed the sick and were afraid to speak. 

Slowly they bore, with solemn step, the dead : — 
When grief grew loud and bitter tears were shed : — 
My part beffan ; a crowd drew near the place, 
Awe in each eye, alarm in every face : 
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So swift the ill, aod of so fierce a kind. 

That fear with pitj, mingled in each mind; 

Friends with the husband came, their griefii to Uead ; 

For good-man Frankford was to all a fnend. 

The last-born boj thej held above the bier, 

He knew not ^ef, but cries expressed his fear;. 

Each different age and sex reveialed its pain, 

1 n now a louder, now a lower strain : 

While the meek father, listening to their tones. 

Swelled the full cadence of the grief bj groans 

The elder sister stro?e her pangs to hide. 

And soothing words to jouAger minds applied 

*' Be still, be patient,'* oft she strove to saj ; 

But failed as oft, and weeping turned awaj. 

Curious and sad, upon the fresh-dug hill. 
The village-lads stood melancholy still ; 
And idle children, wandering to-and-fro, 
As nature guided, took the tone of wo 

Arrived at home, how then thej guzed aroupd. 
In every place — where she, no more, was found ; 
The sent nt table she was wont to fill ; 
Tile fire-side chair, still set, but vacant still ; 
The ^iirdcn walks, a labour all her own ; 
Tlie lattice bower with trailing shrubs o'ergrown ; 
The Sundny-pew, she filled with all her race; 
I iach place of her*s, was now a sacred place, 
I'hat, while it called up sorrows in the eyes. 
Pierced the full heart, and forced them still to 
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PHOBBB DAWSON. 

Two summen since, I saw, at Lammas Fair, 
Tlie sweetest flower that ewer blossomed there. 
When Phoebe Dawson gailj crossed the green, 
In haste to see, and happy to be seen : 
Her air, her manners, all who saw, admired ; 
Courteous though coj, and gentle though retired ; 
The joy of youth and health her eyes displayed. 
And ease of heart her every look conveyed ; 
A native skill her simple robes expressed. 
As with untutored elegance she dressed : 
The lads around admired so fair a sight, 
And Phcsbe felt, and felt she gave, delight ; 
Admirers soon of every age she gained, 
Iler beauty won them and her worth retained ; 
Envy itself could no contempt display, 
They wished her well, whom yet they wished away. 
Correct in thought, she judged a servant's place. 
Preserved a rustic beauty from disgrace ; 
But yet on Sunday-eve in freedom's hour. 
With secret joy she felt that beauty's power. 
When some proud bliss upon the heart would steal. 
That, poor or rich, a beauty still must feel. — 

At length, the youth, ordained to move her breast. 
Before the swains with bolder spirit pressed ; 
With looks less timid made his passion known, 
And pleased by manners, most unlike her own; 
Loud though in love, and confident though young ; 
Fierce in bis air, and voluble of tongue ; 
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By trade a toilory though, in scorn of trade. 

He served the Squire, and brushed the coat he made 

Yet now, would Phcdbe her eonsent afford. 

Her slave alooe, again he*d mount the board ; 

With her should jears of growing lore be spentt 

And growing weidth ^— she sighed, and looked 

Now, through the lane, up hill, and cross ihn 
Seen by hut few, and blushing to be seen,— 
Dejected, thoughtful, anxious, and afraid. 
Led hj the lover, walked the silent maid : 
Slow through the meadows roved they, many a mile 
Toyed by each bank and trifled at each stile ; 
Where, as he painted every blissful view. 
And highly coloured what he strongly drew. 
The pensive damsel, prone to tender fears. 
Dimmed the false prospect with prophetic tears. — 
Thus passed the allotted hours, till lingering late. 
The lover loitered at the master's gate ; 
There he pronounced adieu ! and yet would stay. 
Till chidden — soothed — intreated — forced away ; 
He would of coldness, though indulged, complain 
And oft retire and oft return again ; 
When, if his teasing vexed her gentle mind, 
The grief assumed, compelled her to he kind! 
For he would proof of plis;lited kindness crave. 
That she resented first and then forgave, 
And to his grief and penance yielded more. 
Than his presumption. had required before. — 
Oh ! fly temptation, youth ; refrain ! refrain. 
Each yielding maid and each presuming swain ! 

Lo ! now with red rent clonk, and bonnet black« 
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And torn green gown loose hanging at her hack. 

One who an infant in her arms sustains, 

And seems in patience striying with her pains ; 

Pinched are her looks, as one who pines for bread, 

Whose cares are growing and whose hopes are fled ; 

Pale her parched lips, her heavy eyes sunk low. 

And tears unnoticed from their channels flow ; 

Serene her manner, till some sudden pain 

Frets the meek soul, and then she's calm again ;— 

Her broken pitcher to the pool she takes. 

And every step with cautious terror mokes ; 

For oot idone that infant in her arms. 

But nearer cause, her anxious soul alarms. 

With water burdened, then she picks her way, 

Slowly and cautious, in the clinging clay ; 

Till in mid greeo, she trusts a place unsound. 

And deeply plunges in th* adhesive eround ; 

Thence, but with pain, her slender foot she takes. 

While hope the mind, as strength the frame, forsakes. 

For when so full the cup of sorrow grows, 

Add but a drop, it instantly o'erflows. 

And now her path but not her peace she gains. 

Safe from her task, but shivering with her pains; 

Her home she reaches, open leaves the door. 

And placing first her infant on the floor, 

She bares her bosom to the wind, and sits 

And sobbing struggles with the rising fits : 

In vain they come, she feels the inflating grief, 

That shuts the swelling bosom from relief; 

That speaks in feeble cries a soul distressed. 

Or the sod laugh that cannot be repressed ; 

The neighbour-matron leaves her wheel and flies. 
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With all the aid her porer^ lupiiiiea ; 
IJiifeeM the calls of Mature the obe/t. 
Not led bj profit, nor alliired bf praiie; 
Aud wiiitiog long, till these c onte ntiops 
She speaks of comfort, and daparts in peaMb 
Friend of distress ! the mourner fisels tnj aid« 
She cannot pay thee, but thou wik be paid. 

But who this child of weakness, want, and eaiet 
*'ris Phoebe Dawson, pride of Lammas Fair; 
Who took her lover for his sparkling ejes, 
expressions .warm, and love-inspuring lies : 

The ftiithiess flatterer soon his rows ibrgott 

A captious tjront or a noisjr sot ; 

If present, railing, till he saw her pained ; 

If absent, spending what their labours gained { 

Till that £bSt form in want and sickness pined* 

And hope and comfort fled that gentle mind* 
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MI8BBIS8 OF YICB. 



^^ What indeed I meant 
At fint was vengeance ; but I long pursued 
The pair« and I at last their misery viewed 
In that Tile garret, which I cannot paint. — 
The sight was loathsome, and the smell was faint ; 
And there that wife, — whom I had loved so well. 
And thought so happj, was condemned to dwell ; 
The gaj, the grateful wife, whom I was glad 
To see in dress beyond our station clad, 
And to behold among our neighbours fine. 
More than perhaps became a wife of mine ; 
And now among her neighbours to explore. 
And see her poorest of the very poor ! — 
I would describe it, but I bore a part. 
Nor can explain the feelings of my heart ; 
Yet memory since has aided me to trace 
Tlie horrid features of that dismal place. 
There she reclined unmoved, her bosom bare 
To her companion's unimpassioned stare, 
And my wild wonder ! — Seat of virtue ! chaste 
As lovely once ! O how wert thou disgraced! 
Upon that breast, by sordid rags defiled. 
Lay the wan features of a famished child ; — 
That sin-born babe in utter misery laid. 
Too feebly wretched e'en to cry for aid ; 
The ragged sheeting o'er her person drawn. 
Served for the dress that hunger placed in pawn. 

At the bed's feet the man reclined his frame : 
Their chairs were perished to support the flame 
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That wanned his agaed limbs ; and, sad to see* 
Tliut shook him fiercely as he gazed on me. 

I was confused in this unhappjr yiew : 
My wife ! my friend ! I could not think it true ; 
My children's mother, — my Alicia, — ^laid 
On such a bed : so wretched, so afraid I 
And her gay, young seducer, in the guise 
Of nil we dread, abjure, defy, despise. 
And all the fear and terror in his look. 
Still more my mind to its foundation shook. 

I 
At Inst he spoke : — ^^Loiig since I would have died, 
^ Rut could not leave her, though for death I sighed, 

* And tried the poisoned cup, and dropped it as I tried, 

* She is a woman, and that famished thing 

* Makes her to life, with all its evils, cling : 

* Feed her, and let her breathe her last in peace, 

* And nil my sufTorings with your promise cease!* 
(•hnstly he smiled : — I knew not what I felt, 
Hut mv henrt melted — hearts of flint would melt. 
To see their anguish, penury, and shame. 
How base, how low, how grovelling they became; 
I could not speak my purpose, but my eyes. 
And my exprt>ssion — bade the creature rise. 

Yet, O ! tliat woman's look ! my words are vain 
Her mixed and troubled feelings to explain ; 
True there was shame and consciousness of fall. 
Hut yet remembrance of my love withal. 
And knowledge of that power which she would now reealL 
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But 8till the more that she to memory brought. 

The greater anguish in my miod was wrought ; 

The more she tried to bring the past in view. 

She greater horror on the present threw ; 

So that, for lore or pity, terror thrilled 

My blood, and yile and odious thoughts instilled. 

This war within, those passions in their strife. 

If thus protracted, had exhausted life ; 

But the strong view of these departed years, 

Caused a full burst of salutary tears, 

And as I wept at large, and thought alone, 

I felt my reason re-asceud her throne.** 
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SONNET. 



Queen of tlie silver bow, by thy pale beam 

Alone uiid pensive I delight to stray, 
And watch thy shadow trembling in the stream. 

Or murk the floating clouds that cross thy way. 
And while 1 gaze, thy mild and placid light 

Sheds a sofl calm upon my troubled breast ; 
And of\ I think, fair planet of the night, 

That in thy orb the wretched may have rest ; 
The sufferers of the earth perhaps may go, 

Released hy death, to thy benignant sphere ; 
And the sad children of despair and wo. 

Forget, in thee, their cup of sorrow here. 
O ! that I soon may reach thy world serene, 

Poor wearied pilgrim — in this toiling scene. 
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How ealmJj gliding through the dark-blue tky. 
The midnight moon ascends ! Her placid beams 
Through thinly scattered leaves and boughs grotesque ) 
Mottle with mazj shades the orchard slope ; 
Here* o'er the chesnut's fretted foliage graj. 
And mass J, motionless thej spread ; here shine 
Upon the crags, deepening with blacker night 
Their chasms ; and there the glittering argetitry 
Ripples and glances on the confluent streamiL 
A loyelier, purer light than that of day 
Rests on the hills ; and oh how awfully 
Into that deep and tranquil firmament, 
The summits of Ausera rise serene ! 
The watchman on the battlements partakes 
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Tho Stillness of the solemn hour ; he feels 

The silence of the earth* the endless sound 

Of flowing water soothes hiniy and the stars, 

Which, in that brightest moonlight well nigh quenched. 

Scarce visible, as in the utmost depth 

Of yonder sapphire infinite, are seen. 

Draw on with elevating influence 

Toward eternity the attempered mind 

Musing on worlds beyond the grave he stands. 

And to the Virgin Mother silently, 

Breathes forth her hymn of praise 



PELAYO MADE KING. 



Alone, advanced 
Before the ranks, the Goth in silence stood. 
While from all voices round, loquacious joy 
l^lingled it8 buzz coiitiiiuouci wuh the blast 
Of horn, shrill pipe, and tinkling cymbals' clash. 
And sound of deafening drum. But when the Prince 
Drew nigh, and Urban, with the cross upheld, 
Stept forth to meet him, ull at once were stilled 
With instantaneous hush ; as when the wind, 
Before whose violent gusts the forest oaks, 
Tossinff like billows their tempestuous heads. 
Roar like a niging sen, suspends its force. 
And leaves so dead a calm that not a leaf 
Moves on the silent spray. The passing air. 
Bore with it from the woodland undisturbed / 

The ring-dove's wooing, and the quiet voice 
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Of waters warbling near. 

Son of a race 
Of Heroes and of Kings ! The Primate thus 
Addressed him* Thou iu whom the Gothic bloody 
Mingling with old Iberia's, has restored 
To Spain a ruler of her native line, — 
Stand forth, and in the face of God and man 
Swear to uphold the riglit, abate the wrong, 
With equitable hand, protect the cross 
Whereon thy lips this day shall seal their yow. 
And underneath that hallowed symbol, wage 
Holy and inextinguishable wur 
Against the accursed nation that usurps 
Thy country's sacred soil ! 

So speak of me 
Now and for ever, O my countrymen ! 
Replied Pelayo ; and so deal with me 
Here and hereafter, thou, Ahnighty God, 
In whom 1 put my trust ; 

Lord God of Hosts, 
Urban pursued, of Angels and of Men 
Creator and Disposer, King of Kings, 
Ruler of Earth and Heaven, — Look down this day 
And multiply thy blessings on the head 
Of tlii.4 thy servant, chosen in thy sight ! 
Be thou liis counsellor, his comforter, 
His hope, his joy, his refuge, and his strength ! 
Crown him with justice, and. with fortitude! 
Defend him with thy nll-sufficient shield. 
Surround him every where with the right hand . 
Of thine all-present power ! and with the might 



944 SOUTHSY. 

Of thine omiiipoteuce ; — «eod in hit aid 
Thj unseen angeb forth, that potentlj 
And Toyahy againit aiJ enemieti 
He maj endure and triumph I BleM the Iaii4 
O'er which he is appointed ; Uecs it with 
The waters of the firmament, the springs 
Of the low-ljing deep, the fruits whioh sun 
And moon mature for man, the precious stores 
Of the eternal hills, and all the cms 
Of earth, its wealth and ftdness! 

Then he took 
Pelajo's hand, and on his finger placed 
The m jstic circlet With thu ring, O Piinoe, 
To our dear Spain, who like a widow now 
Moumeth in desolation, I thee wed : 
For weal or wo thou takest her, till death 
Dispart the union. Be it hlest to her. 
To thee, and to thj seed. 



MEDrrATION. 

Soothed bj the straw 
Of such discourse, Julian was silent then, 
And snte contemplating. Florinda too 
Wtt8 calmed. If sore experience may be thought 
To teach the uses of adversity, 
She said, alas ! who better learned than I 
In that sad school ! Methinks if ye would know 
How visitations of calamity 
Afibct the pious soul, 'tis shown je there ! 
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Look jouder at that cloud, which through the skj 
Sailing alone, doth cross in her career 
The rolling moon ! I watched it as it came, 
And deemed the deep opaque would blot her beams; 
Butf melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs 
In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes 
The orb with richer beauties than her own. 
Then passing, leaves her in her light serene. 
Thus having said, the pious sufferer sat, 
licholding with fixed eyes that lovely orb. 
Till quiet tears confused in dizzy light 
The broken moonbeams. They too by the toil 
Of spirit, as by travail of the day 
Subdued, were silent, yielding to the hour. 
Tlie silver cloud diffusing slowly past. 
And now into its airy elements 
Resolved is gone ; while through the azure depth 
Alone in heaven the glorious moon pursues 
Her course, appointed, with indifferent beams 
Shining upon the silent hills around, 
And the dark tents of that unholy host. 
Who, all unconscious of impending fate, 
Take their last slumber there. The camp is still. 
The fires have mouldered, and the breeze whi*li stirs 
The sofl and snowy embers, just lays bore. 
At times a red and evanescent light. 
Or for a moment wakes a feeble flame. 
They by the fountain hear the stream below. 
Whose murmurs, as the wind arose or fell. 
Fuller or fainter, reach the ear attuned. 
And now the nightingale, not distant far. 
Began her solitary song ; and poured 
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To the cold moon a rieher, ftroBget ttraiD, 
Tlian diat with which the Ijric Im lolutet 
Tlie Dew-born di^. Her deep end thrilHng MMig 
Seemed with its piercing melody to reach 
The souI« and in mysterious unison 
Blend with all thoughts of gentleness and lore* 
Their hearts were open to Uie healing power 
Of nature ; and the splendour of the night« 
The flow of waters, and that sweetest lay 
Came to them like a copious erening dew. 
Falling on rernal herbs which thirst for rain. 



THB VALE OP COVADONGO 

There was a stirrine: in the air, the sun 
Prevailed, and gradually the brightening niisf 
^esran to rise and melt. A jutting crag 
Upon the right projected o'er the stream. 
Not farther from the cave than a 8trong hand 
Expert, with deadly aim, might cast the spear, 
Or a stronsf voice, pitched to full compass, make 
Iti< clear articulation heard distinct. 
A venuiroui* dalesman, once ascending there 
To rob the eagle's nest, had fallen, and hung 
Among the heather, wondrously preserved : 
Therefore had he with pious gratitude 
rhiced on that overhanging brow a cross, 
Tall as the mast of some light fisher's skiff, 
And from the vale conspicuous. As the Moors 
Advanced, the chieftain in the van was seen. 
Known by his arms, and from the crag a voice 
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Fronouocef) bw oane— ^AJcahiuan, hoa ! look wpf 

AicahmaD ! As the floating mist drew up, 

It had divided there, and opened round 

The cross ; part clinging to the rock beneath, 

HoTering and waving part in fleecy folds, 

A canopy of silver light, condensed 

To shape and substance. In the midst there stood 

A female form, one hand upon the cross. 

The other raised in menacing act : below 

Loose flowed her raiment, but her breast was aimed, 

And helmeted her head. The Moor turned pale; 

For on the walls of Auria he had seen 

That well-known figure, and had well believed 

She rested with the dead. What, hoa ! she cried ; 

Aienhman ! In the name of all who fell 

At Auria in the massacre, this hour 

1 summon thee before the throne of God, 

To answeV for the innocent blood ! This hour, 

3lrK)r, Miscreant, Murderer, Child of Hell, this hour 

I summon thee to judgment ! In the name 

Of God ! for Spain and vengeance ! 

Thus she closed 
Her speech ; for, taking from the Primate's hand 
I'll at oaken cross, which at the sacring rites 
Had served for crosier, at the cavern's mouth 
IVIayo lifted it, and gave the word. 
From voice to voice on either side it past 
With rapid repetition — In the name 
Of God ! for Spain and vengeance ! and forthwith 
On either side, along the whole defile, 
The Asrurians shouting in the name of God, 
•Set the whole ruin loose ! hn<je trunks and stones. 
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And loosened cran, down, down they roUed 

And bound, and thnndering force. Such was the fidlf 

As when some city, by the labouring earth 

Heared from its strong foundations is cast down* 

And all its dwellings, towers, nnd palaces 

In one wide desolation prostrated. 

From end to end of that long strait, the crash | 

Was heard continuous, and comroixt with sounds j 

More dreadful — shrieks of horror, and despair, 

And death — the wild and agonizing cry i 

Of that whole host in one destruction whelmed. 

Vain was all valour there, all martial skill ; 

The valiant ami is helpless now ; the feet j 

Swift in the race, avail not now to sare ; | 

They perish, all their thousands perish there ; j 

Horsemen nnd infantry, they perish all, — I 

The outward armour, and the bones within, j 

Broken, and bruised, and crushed. Echo prolonged i 

The long uproar : a silence then ensued, j 

Through which the sound of Deva*8 stream washeardf 

A lonely voice of waters, wild and sweet. 

The linirtTin^ ^roan, the faintly-uttered prayer. 

The louder curses of despairing death. 

Ascended not so high. Down from the cave 

IVIayo hastes, the Asturians hasten down ; \ 

I'leroe and unniitiirablo, down they speed 

On all sides, and aloni; the vale of blood 

The avenging sword did mercy's work that hour* 
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. POVERTY 

Aye, Idleness ! the rich folks never fail 
To nnd some reason why the poor deserve 
Their miseries ! — Is it idleness, I pray you, 
That bringrs the fever or the ague fitf 
That makes the sick one's sickly appetite 
Turn at the dry bread and potato meal? 
Is it idleness that makes small wages fail 
For growing wants 1 Six years ago, these bells 
Uungon my wedding-day, and I was told 
What I might look for, — but I did not heed 
(aood counsel. I had lived in service. Sir, 
Knew never what it was to want a meal ; 
Laid down without one thought to keep me sleeplesSi 
Or trouble me in sleep ; had for a Sunday 
My linen gown, and when the pedlar came 
Could buy me a new ribbon. And my husband, 
A tow.irdly y(»uiig man and well to do. 
Hf^ li:iJ his silver buckles and his watch ; 
There was not in the village one who looked 
i^'prucer on holidays. We married, Sir, 
And we had children, but as wants increased 
Waires did not. The silver buckles went, 
So wpht the WMtch; and when the holiday coat 
Was \vo(^i to work, no new one in its place. 
For mi' — ^yon s«e my raorg f but I deserve them. 
For wilfully, like this new-married pair, 
I went to my undoing. 

But the Parish — 
Aye, it fills heavy there ; and yet their pittance 
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Jaft aenres to keep life in. A blessed prospeety 
To slave while there is strength, in ^ge the workhouae, 
A parish shell at last, and the little bell 
Tolled hastily for a pauperis funeral ! 

Is this jour child t 

Aje, Sir ; and were he dratt 
And cleaned, he'd be as fine a boj to look on 
As the Squire's joung master. These thin rags of Ida 
Let comfortably in the summer wind ; 
But when the winter comes, it pinches me 
To see the little wretch ! I've three besides ; 
And, God forgive me ! but I often wish 
To see them in their coffins. 



SLAVERY. 

'Tis night ; the mercenary tyrants sleep 
As undisturbed as Justice ! but no more 
The wretched slave, as on his native shore. 
Rests on his reedy couch : he wakes to weep ! 
Though through the toil and anguish of the day 
No tear escaped him, not one suffering groan 
Beneath the twisted thong, he weeps alone 
In bitterness; thinking that far away * 

Though the gay Negroes join the midnight song, 
Though merriment resounds on Niger's shore. 
She whom he loves, far from the cheerful throng 
Stands sad, and gazes from her lowly door 
With dim-grown eye, silent and wo-begone. 
And weeps for him who will return no more. 
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PizaiTo here was born ; a greater name 
The list of glorj boasts not. Toil and pain, 
Famine, and hostile elements, and hosts 
Embattled, fiuled to check him in his course ; 
Not to be wearied, not to be deterred, 
Not to be overcome. A mighty realm 
He overran, and with relentless arms 
SIaw or endaved its unoffending sons. 
And wealth, and power, and fame, were his rewards. 
There is another world, bejond the grave. 
According to their deeds where men are judged, 
O Reader ! if thj daily bread be earned 
By daily labour, — ^yea, however low, 
However wretched be thy lot assigned. 
Thank thou, with deepest gratitude, the God 
Who made thee, that thou art not sueh as he 



COLERIDGft 



Tin MIOBTINOAUL 



No olovd, no reKque of the sunken daj 
Distinguishes the West, no long thin slip 
Of sullen light, no obscure trembling hues. 
Come, we will rest on this old, mossy bridge 1 
You see the glimmer of the stream beneath^ 
But hear no murmuring: it flows silently 
( Ver its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 
A bnliny nifrht ! nnd tho* the stars be dim, 
Vet let us think upon the verrinl showers 
That ghidden the irreen earth, and we shall find 
A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 
And hark ! the iVii;htingale begins its song, 
'* Most musical, most melancholy** Bird ! 
A melancholy Bird 1 Oh ! idle thought ! 
In nature there is nothing melancholy. 
But some night-wunderingman, whose heart was pie. ^ed 
AVith the resonihlance of a grievous wrong. 
Or slow distemper, or neglected love, 
'And so, poor wn'tch ! titled all things with himself 
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And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 

Of his own aorpow) he, and rach as,he« 

Fint naoMd these notes a melanchol j strain : 

And mnny^ a poet echoes the conceit ; 

Poet who hath been building up the rhjrme 

When he had better far have stretched his limbs 

Beside a brook m mossy forest-dell, 

Bj sun OF aoon^ighe, to the influxes 

Of shapes, and sounds, and shifting elements 

Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song 

And ef his mme forgetful ! So his fame 

Should share in Nature's immortality, 

A fenerable thin? ! and so his song 

Should make all Nature lovelier, and itself 

Be loved like Nature ! But *twil] not be so ; 

And youths and maidens most poetical. 

Who lose the deepening twilights of the spring 

In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still 

Full of meek sympathy must heave their sighs 

0*er Philomela's pity-pleading strains. 

My Friend, and thou, our Sister ! we have learnt 

A different lore : we may not thus profane 

Nature's sweet voices, always full of love 

And joyance ! 'Tis the merry Nightingale 

That crowds, and hurries, and precipitates 

With fast thick warble his delicious notes. 

As he were fearful that an April night 

Would be too short for him to utter forth 

His love-chaunt, and disburden his full soul 

Of all its music ! 

And I know a ffrove 
Of large extent, hard by a castle huge, 
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Which the great lord inhabits not ; and fo 

This sroYe is wild with tangling underwood, 

And the trim walks are broken up» and grass, 

Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths* 

But never elsewhere in one place I knew 

So many Nightingales ; and hr and near, 

In wood and thicket, over the wide grove, 

Thej answer and provoke each other's songs. 

With skirmish and capricious passagings. 

And murmurs musical and swift jug jug. 

And one, low piping, sounds more sweet than all. 

Stirring the air with such an harmony, 

That should you close your eyes, you might almost 

Forget it was not day ! On moonlight bushes. 

Whose dewy leafits are but half disclosed. 

You may perchance behold them on the twigs, 

Their bright, bright ejes^ their eyes both bright and full 

Glistening, while many a glow-worm in the shade 

Lights up her love-torch. 

A most gentle Maid, 
Who dwelletb in her hospitable home 
Hard by the castle, and at latest eve 
(Even like a lady vowed and dedicate 
To something more than Nature in the grove) 
Glides thro' the pathways ; she knows all their notes* 
That gentle Maid ! and oft a moment's space. 
What time the Moon was lost behind a cloud. 
Hath heard a pause of silence ; till the Moon 
Fi merging, hath awakened eaith and sky 
With one sensation, and these wakeful Birds 
Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy. 
As if one quick and sudden gale had swept 
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An handred airy liaqis! And she hntb watched 
Many n Nightingale perch giddily, 
On blos*my twig still swinging from the breeze, 
And to that motion tune his wanton song 
Like tipsy joy that reels with tossing head. 

Farewell, O Warbler ! till to-morrow eve. 
And you, my friends ! farewell, a short farewell ! 
We have been loitering long and pleasantly. 
And now for our dear nomes.-^That strain again? 
Full fain it would delay me ! My dear babe. 
Who, capable of no articulate sound. 
Mars all things with his imitative lisp, 
How he would place his hand beside his ear, 
His little hand, the small forefinger up, 
And bid us listen ! And I deem it wise 
To make him Nature's play-mate. He knows well 
The evening-star ; and once, when he awoke 
In most distressful mood, (some inward pain 
Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream) 
I hurried with him to our orchard-plot. 
And he beheld the Moon, and, hushed at once. 
Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently. 
While his fair eyes, that swam with undropt tears. 
Did glitter in the yellow nioon-beani ! Well !— 
It is a father's tale : But if that Heaven 
Should give nie life, his childhood shall grow up 
Familiar with these songs, that with the night 
He may associate joy ! Once more farewell, 
Sweet Nightingale ! Once more, my friends, farewell. 
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TlIB OLD CUMBERLAND BSOOA«* 

i saw an aged Beggar in my walk ; 
And he was seated, by the highway side, 
Dn a low structure of rude masonry 
Butit at the foot of a huge hill, that they 
Who load their horses down the steep rough road 
May thence remount at ease. The aged Man 
Had placed his staff across the broad smooth ttone 
That overlays the pile ; and, from a bag 
All white with flour, the dole of village dames. 
He drew his scraps and fragments, one by one; 
And scanned them with a fixed and serious look 
Of idle computation. In the sun« 
i'|ion the second step of that small pile, 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills, 
i lo ttat, and ate his food in solitude ; 
' lid over, scattered from his palsied hand. 
That, still nttemptiiiii: to prevent the waste, 
Was baffled still, tlio rrnmlis in little showers 
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Fell on the groaod ; and the small mountain-birdflt 
Not Tenturiog jet to peck their destined meal, 
Approached within the length of half his staff. 

Him from my childhood hare I known ; and then 
He was so old, he seems not older now ; 
He travels on, a solitary Man, 
So helpless in appearance, that for him 
The saimtering horseman-traveller does not throw 
With careless band his alms upon the ground, 
But stops, — that he may safely lodge the coin 
Within the old Man*s hat ; nor quits him so, 
But still, when he has given his horse the rein, 
Watches the aged Beggar with a look 
Sidelong — and half reverted. She who tends 
The toll-gate, when in summer at her door 
She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees 
The aged Beggar coming, quits her work. 
And lifts the latch for him that he may pass. 
The post-boy, when bis rattling wheels overtake 
The aged Beggar in the woody lane. 
Shouts to him from behind ; and, if thus warned 
! The old Man does not change his course, the Boy 

Turns with less noisy wheels to the road-side. 
And passes gently by — without a curse 
Upon his lips, or anger at his heart. 
He travels on, a solitary Man ; 
His Hge has no companion. On the ground 
His eyes are turned, and, as he moves along, 
They move along the ground y and, evermore. 
Instead of common and habitual sight 
Of fields with rural works, of hill and dale, 
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And the blue skj, one little span of eftitk 
Is all his prospect Thus, from daj to day. 
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground, 
He plies his weary journej : seeing still, 
And seldom knowing that he sees, some straw. 
Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in one traek 
The nails of cart or chariot wheel have left 
Impressed on the white road, — in the same line, 
At distance still the same. Poor Traveller ! 
His staff trails with him ; scarcelj do his feet 
Disturb the summer dust ; he is so still 
In look and motion, and the cottage curs, 
Ere he have passed the door, will turn away, 
Weary of barking at him. Boys and girls. 
The vacant and the busy, Maids and Youths, 
And Urchins newly breeched — all pass him by 
Him even the slow paced wagon leaves behind. 

But deem not this Man useless, — Statesmen ! '< 
Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye 
Who have n broom still ready in your hands 
To rid the world of nuisances ; ye proud, 
Heart-sWoln, while in your pride ye contemplate 
Your talents, power, and wisdom, deem him not 
A burden of the earth ! 'Tis nature's law 
That none, the meanest of created things. 
Of forms created the most vile and brute. 
The dullest or most noxious, should exist 
Divorced from good — a spirit and pulse of good, 
A life and soul, to every mode of being 
Inseparably linked. While thus he creeps 
From door to door, the villagers in him 
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Behold a record which together binds 

Past deeds and offices of charitj, 

Else unremembered, and so keeps alhre 

The kindlj mood in hearts which lapse of jearsi 

And that half wisdom half experience gives. 

Make slow to feel, and bj sure steps resign 

To selfishness and cold oblivious cares. 

Among the farms and solitary huts, 

Hamlets and thinly scattered villages. 

Where'er the aged Beggar takes Iub rounds. 

The mild necessity of use compels 

To acts of love ; and habit does the work 

Of reason ; yet prepare^ that after-joy, 

Which reason cherishes. And thus the soul, 

By that sweet taste of pleasure unpursued, 

Doth find itself insensibly disposed 

To virtue and true goodnesff. Some there are, 

By their good works exalted, lofty minds 

And meditative, authors of delight 

And happiness, which to the end of time 

Will live and spread and kindle : even such minds 

In childhood, from this solitary Being, 

Or from like Wanderer, haply have received 

(A thing more precious far than all that books 

Or the solicitudes of love can do !) 

That first mild touch of sympathy and thought. 

In which they found their kindred with a world 

Where want and sorrow were. The easy man 

Who sits at his own door, — and like the pear 

That overhangs his head from the green wall. 

Feeds in the sunshine ; the robust and young. 

The prosperous and unthinking, they who live, 
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Slieliored, aud flourish ia a little grove 

Of their own kiudred ; — all behold in him 

A silent monitor, which on their minds 

Must needs impress a transitory thought 

Of self-congratulation, to the heart 

Of each recalliuff his peculiar boons, 

His charters and exemptions ; and perchance. 

Though he to no one give the fortitude 

And circumspection needful to preserve. 

His present blessings, and to husband up 

The respite of the season, he, at least. 

And 'tis no vulgar service, makes them felt 

Yet further. — Many, I believe, there are 

Who live a life of virtuous decency. 

Men, who can hear the Decalogue and feel 

No self-reproach ; who of the moral law 

Established in the land where they abide 

Are strict observers ; and not negligent, 

In nets of love to those with whom they dwell. 

Their kindred and the children of their blood. 

Praise be to such, and to their slumbers peace ' 

— But of the poor man ask, the abject poor ; 

Go, and demand of him, if there be here. 

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds. 

And these inevitable charities. 

Wherewith to satisfy the human soul ? 

No — Man is dear to Man ; the poorest poor 

Long for some moments in a weary life 

When they can know and feel that they have been. 

Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out 

Of some small blessings ; have oeen kind to such 

As needed kindness, for this sinnrfo cause. 
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That we hare all of us one homan heart 
— Such pleasuve is to one kind Being known, 
Mj neighbour, when with punctual eare, each weal 
Dulj as Fridaj comes, though prest herself 
By her own wants, she from her store of meal 
Takes one imsporitig handful for the scrip 
Of this old [Vl(Midic4tiit, and, from her dour 
Returning with eAliilarated heart, 
Sin bj h^ iire« and buikis her hope in Heaven- 
Then lei iiini pa^s, u biessing on hiu head ! 
And while in that vast solitude to which 
The tide of things has borne him, he appears 
To breathe and hve but fur himself alone, 
Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about 
The good which the benignant law of Hearen 
Has hung around him : and, while life is his. 
Still let him prompt the unlettered villagers 
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 
— Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe 
The freshness of the valleys; let his blood 
Struggle with frosty air and winter snows ; 
And let the chartered wifid that sweeps the heath 
Beat lib gray locks against his withered face. 
Reverence the hope whose vital anxiousnes^ 
Gives the last lunnan interest to his heart. 
May never House, misnamed of Industry. 
Make him a captive ! for that pent-up din. 
Those life consuming sounds that clog the air« 
Be his the natural silence of old age ! 
Let him be free of mountain solitudes ; 
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And have arouud him, whether heard or not* 
The plensant melody of woodland birdi. 
Few are his pleasures : if his eyes have now 
Been doomed so long to settle on the earth 
That not without some effort they behold 
The countenance of the horizontal son, 
Rising or setting, let the light at least 
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs. 
And let him, where and when he will, sit dowR 
Beneath the trees, or by the grassy bank 
Of highway side, and with the little birds 
Share his chance-gathered meal ; and, finally. 
As in the eye of Nature he has lived. 
So in the eye of Nature let him die I 
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THE FRENCH ARMY IN RUSSU 



HuMANmr, delighting to behold 

A fond reflection of her own decaj, 
Hath painted Winter like a Trareller— old, 

Propped on a staff — and, through the sullen daj. 
In hooded mantle, limping o*er the plain, 
As though his weakness were disturbed by p*ain: 
Or, if a juster fancy should allow 

An undi:<puted symbol of command, 
The chosen sceptre is a withered bough, 

Infirmly grasped within a palsied hand. 
These emblems suit the helpless and forlorn. 
But mighty Winter the device shall scorn. 

For he it wiis— dread Winter ! who beset — 
Flinging round van and rear his ghastly net — 
That host, — when from the regions of the Pole 
They shrunk, insane ambition's barren goal. 
That Host, as huge and strong as e^er defied 
Their God, and placed their trust in human pride. 
As fathers persecute rebellious sons, 
He smote the blossoms of their warrior youth ; 
He called on Frost's incxornble tooth 
Life to consume in manhood's firmest hold ; 
Nor spared the reverend blood that feebly runs , 
For why, unless for liberty enrolled 
And sacred home, ah ! why should hoiry Age be bold 2 
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Fleet the Tartar's reinlets steed. 
But fleeter far the pinions of the Wind, 
Which fi!om Siberian cares the Blonareh fineed. 
And sent him forth, with squadrons of his kind. 
And bade the Snow tlwbr ample baeka bestriile. 

And to the battle ride. 
No pitying voice commands a halt. 
No courase can repel the dire assault ; 
Distracted, spiritless, benumbed, and Mind, 
Whole legions sink — and, in one instant, find 
Buna] and death : look for them — and descry. 
When morn returns, beneath the clear blue skj 
A soundleiw waste, a trackless vacanej* 
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LUCY. 

Three rears she grew in sun and shower. 
Then Nature said **A loreher flower 

On earth was never sown ; 
This Child I to mjself will take ; 
She shall be mine, and I will roalie 

A Ladj of my own. 

Myself will to my darling be 

Both law and impulse : and with me« 

The Girl, in rock and plain, 
In earth and heiiven, in glade and boiii«r| 
Shall feel an overseeing power, 

T^ kindle or restrain. 

She shall be sportive as the Fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 

Or up the mountain springs ; 
And hers shall be the breathing balm, 
And hers the silencc and the calm. 

Of mute insensate things. 

The floating Clouds their state shall lend 
To her ; for her the willow bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see. 
Even in tUa motions of the Storm 
Grace that shall mould the Maiden's form 

By silent sympathy. 
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TLc stars of ti)i(liii;£lit tiliall be deal 
To her ; and she tfliull lean her car 

In manj a secret place, 
Where rivulets dance their wayward round » 
And beauty bom of murmuring sound 

Shall pass into her face. 



And ?ital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her form to statelj height. 

Her virgin bosom swell ; 
Such thoughts to Lucj I will give, 
While she and I together live 

Here in this happj dell." 



Thus Nature spake — The work was done— 
How soon my Lucy's race was run ! 

She died, and lefl to me 
This heath, tliis calm, and quiet scene ; 
The memory of wliat has been. 

And never more will be. 
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TO A IJIDY. 



Dear Child of Nature, let tliem rail ! 
— ^There is a nest in a green dale, 

A harbour and a hold, 
Where thou, a Wife and Friend, shall 
Thy own delightful days, and be 

A light to young and old. 



There healthy as a shepherd-boy. 
And treiuiing among flowers of joy. 

That at no season fade, 
Thou, while thy Babes around thee clings 
Shalt show us how divine a thing 

A Woman may be made. 



Thy thoughts and feelings shall not die. 
Nor leave thee when gray hairs are nigh 

A melancholy slave ; 
But an old age serene and bright. 
And lovely as a Laphind night, 

Shall h*ad thee to thy grave. 
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THE IJLST MINSTREL. 



The ^ ELj was long, the wind was oold^ 
The Minstrel was infirm and old ; 
His withered cheek, and tresses gray, 
Seemed to have known a better day ; 
The harp, his sole remaining joy. 
Was carried by an orphan boy ; 
The last of all the Bards was he, 
Who sungr of Border chivalry. 
For, well ay ! their date was fled. 
His tuneful brethren nil were dead ; 
And he, neglected and oppressed. 
Wished to be with them, and at rest* 
No more on prancing palfrey borne, 
He carolled, light as lark at mom. 
No longer courted and caressed. 
High placed in hall, a welcome guest. 
He poured, to lord and lady gay. 
The nnpremeditr%ted lay : 
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Old times were changed, old manners gone, 
A stranger fiUed the Stuarts* throne ; 
The bigots of the iron time, 
Had c^led his harmless art a crime, 
A wandering Harper, scorned and poor. 
He begged his bread from door to door ; 
And tuned to please a peasant's ear. 
The harp, a king had loTcd to hear. 

He passed where Newark's stately tower 
Looks out from Yarrow's birchen bower : 
The Minstrel gazed with wistful eye-* 
No humbler resting-place was nigh. 
With hesitating step, at last, 
The embattled portal-arch he passed, 
Whose ponderous grate and massy bar 
Had oft rolled back the tide of war, 
But never closed the iron door 
Against the desolate and poor. 
The duchess marked his weary pace, 
His timid niein, and reverend face. 
And bade her page the menials tell, 
That they should tend the old man well ; 
For she had known adversity, 
Though bom in such a high degree ; 
In pride of power, in beauty's bloom, 
Had wept o*er Monmouth*s bloody tomb ! 

When kindness had his wants supplied, 
And the old man was gratified, 
Began to rise his minstrel pride : 
^ud lie began to talk unon, 

23* 
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Of MPd Mui Fnuwis, dead and gprnm^ 
Aod ofeari Walter, raft ham Godl 
A braver ne*er to battle rode : 
And how, full manj a tale he knew. 
Of the old warriora of Buceleach ; 
And, would tlie noble duelieea deign 
To listen to an old man*8 strain. 
Though stiff hift hand, his Toice thou|^ 
He thought even jet, the sooth to speak, 
That, if she loved the harp to bear* 
lie could make music to her ear. 

The humble boon was soon obtai^'ed. 
The nged minstrel audience gained. 
But, when he reached the room of si^^*« 
Where she, with all her ladies, sate, 
Perchunce he wished his boon denied' 
For, when to tune his harp he tried. 
His trembling hand had lost the ease. 
Which murks security to please ; 
And scenes, long piist, of joy and pain, 
Came wildering o*er his aged brain^ 
He tried to tune his harp in vain. 
l*he pitying duchess praised its chime. 
And guve him heart, and gave him time 
Till every string's according glee 
W:is Llended into Inumony. 
And then, he said, he would fuH fain 
He could recall an ancient strain* 
lie never tliouiflit to siiicr ajrain. 
It was not framed for villa^^e chufls 
But for hiurii (lnm(>s and nii<rlitv earl^: ; 
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tie had played it to King Chariea the Good, 
When he kept eonrt at Holjrood ; 
And much he wished, jet feared, to try 
The long forgotten melodj. 

Amid the strings his fingers strayed. 
And an onoertain warbling made, 
And oft he shook his hoary head. 
But when he caught the measure wild, 
The old man raised his face, and smiled ; 
And lightened up his fiided eye, 
With all a poet*s ecstacy ! 
in varying cadence, soft or strong, 
He swept the sounding chords along : 
The present scene, the future lot, 
His toils, his wants, were all forgot : 
Cold diffidence, and age*s frost, 
In the full tide of song were lost : 
Each blank, in faitliless memory void. 
The poet's glowing thou'ght supplied ; 
And, while his harp responsive rung, 
Twas thus the latest minstrel sung. 
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THB TOICB OF MICEAIL WOOflt. 



By a steel-clenched postern door, 

Tliej entered now the chancel tall ; 
The darkened roof rose high aloof 

On pillars, lofty, and light, and small i 
The key-stone that locked each ribbed ai»U 
Was a fleur-de-lys, or a quatre feuille ; 
The corbels were carved grotesque and frim - 
And the pillars with clustered shafts so trim. 
With base and with capital flourished around^ 
Seemed bundles of lances which garlands had: Mind 

Full many a scutcheon and banner, riven, 
Siiook to the cold night- wind of heaven. 

Around the screened altar*s pale; 
And there the dyini^: lamps did burn, 
Before thy low and lonely urn, 
O gallant chief of Otterburne, 

And thine, dark knight of Liddesdale ! 
O fading honours of the dead ! 
O high ambition, lowly laid ! 

The moon on the east oriel shone, 
Through slender shafts of shapely stone, 

By foliage tracery combined ; 
Tlioti wouldst have thought some fairy*s hand 
'Twixt poplars straight the ozier wand, 

In many a freakish knot, had twined; 
Then framed a spell, when the work was done 
Aud changed the willow wreaths to stone. 
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The Bilrer light bo pale and fiiintt 

Showed many a prophet, and manj a iaint. 

Whose image on the glass was dyed ; 

Full in the midst his cross of red 

Triumphant Michael brandished 
And trampled the apostate's pride. 

The moon-beam kissed the holy pane, 

And threw on the parement a bloody stain. 
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They sate them down on a marble stone, 

A Scottish monarch slept below ; 
Thus spoke the monk, in solemn tone : — 

** I was not always a man of wo ; 
For Paynim countries I have trod, 
And fought beneath the Cross of God ; 
Now, strange to mine eyes thine arms appear. 
And their iron clang sounds strange to my ear. 



^ In these fear climes, it was my lot 
To meet the wondrous Michael Scott ; 

A wizard of such dreaded fame, 
That when, in Salamanca's cave, 
Him listed his magic wand to wave. 

The bells would ring in Notre Dame ! 
Some of his skill he taught to me ; 
And, warrior, I could say to thee 
The words that cleft Eildon hills in three. 

And bridled the Tweed with a curb of stone : 
But to speak them were a deadly sin ; 
And for having but thought them my heart within, 

A treble penance must he done. 
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'* When Michael laj on hi* dying bed. 

His conscience was awakened ; 

He bethought liim of his sinful deed, 

And he gave me a sign to come with speed ; 

I was in Spain when the morning row. 

But I stood by his bed ere evening close* 

The words may not again be said. 

That he spoke to me, on death-bed laid ; 

They would rend this abbaye*s massy naye. 

And pile it in heaps above his grave. 

'* I swore to bury his Mighty Book, 

That never mortal might therein look ; 

And never to tell where it was hid, 

Save at his chief of Branksome*8 need ; 

And when that need was passed and o*er, 

Again the volume to restore. 

I buried him on St. Michael's night, 

When the bell tolled one, and the moon was bright 

And I dug his chamber among the dead, 

When the floor of the chancel was stained red. 

That his patron's cross might over him wave. 

And score the fiends from the wizard's grave. 

'* It was a night of wo and dread, 

When Michnel in the tomb I laid ! 

Strange sounds around the chancel past. 

The banners waved without a blast !" — 

— Still spoke the monk, when the bell tolled one I 

I tell you that a braver man, 
Than William of Deloraine, jrood at need. 
Against a fne iie'rr spiirrcd i\ s!ee<l ; 
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Yet some what was he chilled with dread, 
And his hair did bristle upon his head. 

** Lo, warrior ! now the Cross of Red, 

Points to thegrare of the mighty dead ; 

Within it burns a wonderous light, 

To chase the spirits that love the night : 

That lamp shall bum unquenchablj, 

Until the eternal doom shall be !** 

Slow moved the monk to the broad flag-stone. 

Which the bloody cross was traced upon : 

fle pointed to a secret nook ; 

An iron bar the warrior took ; 

And the monk made a sign with his withered hand, 

The grave*s huge portal to expand. 

With beating heart to the task he went. 
His sinewy frame o*er the grave-stone bent ; 
With bar of iron heaved amain, 
Till the toil-drops fell from his brows, like rain. 
It was by dint of passing strength. 
That he moved the massy stone at length, 
I would you had been there to see 
flow the light broke forth so gloriously, 
Streamed upward to the chancel roof, 
And through the gallenes tar aloof! 
No earthly flame l)lazed e*er so bright ; 
It shone like heaven's own blessed light ; 

And issuing from the tomb, 
Showed the monk's cowl, and visage paie. 
Danced on the dark-browcd warrior's mail, 

And kissed his waving plume. 
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Before their eyes the wizard laj. 
As if he had not been dead a daj ; 
His hoarj beard in silyer rolled, 
He seemed some serenty winters old ; 

A palmer's amice wrapped him rouiid, 

1/Vith a wrought Spanish baldric boiiiid« 
Like a pilgrim from beyond the sea : 

His left hand held his Book of Might, 

A silver cross was in his right ; 
The lamp was placed beside his knee : 
High and majestic was his look, 
At which the fellest fiends had shook, 
And all unruffled was his face : 
Thej trusted his soul had gotten grace. 

Often had William of Deloraine 
Rode through the battle's bloody plain, 
And trampled down the warriors slain. 

And neither known remorse or awe ; 
Yet now remorse and awe he owned ; 
His breath came thick, his head swam round. 

When this strange scene of death he saw. 
Bewildered and unnerved he stood, 
And the priest prayed fer¥ently and loud ; 
With eyes averted prnyed he ; 
He might not endure the sight to see, 
Of the man he had loved so brotherly. 

And when the priest his death-prayer had prayed. 

Thus unto Delorninc he snid : — 

'* Now, speed thee wliat thou hast to do. 

Or warrior, wo mav dearly me ; 
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For those thou raajest Dot look upon, 

Are gathering fast rouud the jawning stone I** 

Then Delorame, in terror, took 

From the cold hand, the raightj Book, 

With iron eiasped, and with iron bound : 

He thought as he took it the dead man iVowned t 

But the glare of the sepulchral light, 

Perchance had dazzled the warrior's sight. 

When the huge stone sunk o*er the tomb, 

The night returned in double ^oom ; 

For the moon had gone down and the stars were few ; 

And, OS Hie knight and the priest withdrew. 

With wavering steps and dizzj brain, 

The J hardly might the postern gain. 

*Tis said, as through the aisles they passed. 

They heard strange noises on the blast ; 

And through the cloister-galleries small. 

Which at mid-height thread the chancel wall. 

Loud sobs, and laughter louder, ran, 

And Toices unlike the voice of man ; 

As if the fiends kept holiday. 

Because these spells were brought to day. 

I cannot tell how the truth may be ; 

I say the tale as 'iwas said to me. <« 
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While louiHi the fire raoh legende go* 
Far dillerent was the scene of wo, 
Where, in a secret aisle beneath, 
Gouncol was held of life and death. - 

It was more dark and lone that Taolt, 
Than the worst dungeon cell ; 

Old Colwulf built it for his fault 
In penitence to dwell, 
When he, for cowl and beads, laid down. 
The Saxon battle-axe and crown. 
This den, which, chilling every sense 

Of feeling, hearing, sight. 
Was called the vault of Penitence, 

Excluding air and Hght, 
Was, by the prelate Sexhelm, made 
A place of burial, for such dead 
As, having died in mortal sin. 
Might not be laid the church within. 
'Twas now a place of punishment ; 
Whence if so loud a shriek was sent, 

As reached the upper air. 
The hearers blessed themselves, and said. 
The spirits of the sinful dead 

Bemoaned their torments there. 

But though, in the monastic pile, 
Did of this penitential nisle 
Some vague tradition go ; 
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Few only, iaye the abbot, knew 
Where the place lay ; and still more few 
Were those, who had from him the clew, 

To that dread vault to go. 
Victim and executioner 
Were blindfold when transported therev 
In low dark rounds the arches hung, 
From the rude rock, the flide walls sprung, 
The grare-stones rudely sculptured o*cr, 
Half sunk in earth, by time half wore, 
Were all the pavement of the floor ; 
The mildew drops fell one by one. 
With tinkling flash, upon the stone. 
A cresset, in an iron chain. 
Which served to light this drear domain. 
With damp and darkness seemed to strives 
As if it scarce might keep alive ; 
And yet it dimly served to show 
The awful conclave met below. 

There met to doom in secrecy, 

Were placed the heads of convents three. 

All servants of Saint Benedict, 

The statutes of whose order strict. 

On iron tabic lay ; 
In long black dress, on seats of stone. 
Behind were these three judges shown. 

By the pale cresset's ray : 
The abbess of Saint Hilda's, there. 
Sat for a spacn with visage bare. 
Until, to lii<ic her bosom's swell, 
And teardrops that for pity fell. 
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She closely drew her veiL 
Yon shrouded figuret as I guess. 
By her proud meiot and flowing dross, 
Is Tynemouth*8 haughty prior:;s.< ; 
And she with nwe looks pale : 
And he, that ancient man, whose sighl 
Has long been quenched by age*s niglit. 
Upon whose wrinkled brow alone. 
Nor ruth, nor mercy's trace is shown. 

Whose look is hard and stem ; 
Saint Cuthbert's abbot is his style ; 
For sanctity called, through the isle. 

The saint of Lindisfarn. 

Before them stood a guilty pair ; 
But, though an equal fate they share. 
Yet one alone desenres our care. 
Her sex a page's dress belied ; 
The cloak and doublet loosely tied. 
Obscured her charms, but could not hide. 
Her cap down o*er her face she drew. 

And, on her doublet breast. 
She tried to hide the badge of blue, 

Lord Marmion's falcon crest 
But at the prioress* command, 
A monk undid the silken band, 
That tied her tresses f'slr^ 
And raised the bonnet from her head. 
And down her slender form they spread. 
In ringlets rich and rare. 
Constance de Beverley they know, 
Sister professed of Fontevraud 
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Whom the church numbered with the dead,. 

F(ir broken tows and convent fled. 

When thus her face was given to view, 

(Ahhough so pallid was her hue, 

It did a ghastly contrast bear 

To those bright ringlets glistening fair,) 

Her look composed, and steady eye, 

Bespoke a matchless constancy ; 

And there she stood, so calm and pale. 

That, but her breathing did not fail. 

And motion slight of eye and head, 

A lid of her bosom warranted. 

That neither sense nor pulse she lacks. 

You might have thought a form of wax. 

Wrought to the very life was there ; 

So still she was, so pale, so fair ! 

Her comrade was a sordid soul. 

Such as does murder for a meed ; 
Who, but of fear, knows no control. 
Because his conscience, seared and foul. 

Feels not the import of his deed ; 
One, whose brute-feeling ne'er aspires 
Beyond his own more brute desires. 
Such tools the tempter ever needs. 
To do the savagest of deeds : 
For them no visioned terrors daunt. 
Their nights no fancied spectres haunt ; 
One fear with them, of all most base. 
The fear of death, — alone finds place. 
Thb wretch was clad in frock and cowl. 
And shamed not loud to moan and how 
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Hii bodj on the floor to dnshf 
And crouch, like hoaud beneuth the hdii 
While hb mute partner, standing neuTt 
Waited her doom without a tear. 

TeC well the luckless wretch might shriek. 
Well might her paleness terror ^peak I 
For there were seen in that dark wall. 
Two niches, narrow, deep, and tall ;.. 
Who enters at such grislj door. 
Shall neVr, f ween, find exit more! 
In each a slender meal was laid. 
Of roots, of water, and of bread : 
Hv each, in Benedictine dress. 
Two hiigsrard monks stood motionless , 
Who, holding high a blazing torch, 
Showeil the grim entrance of the porch : 
Reflecting back the smokj beam. 
The dark-red walls and arches gleam. 
Hewn stones and cement were displaced. 
And building tools in order laid. 

These executioners were chose. 

As men who were with mankind foes. 

Villi, with despite and enrj fired, 

Into the cloister had ijptired ; 

Or who, in despemte doubt of grace. 

Strove by deep penance to efface 

Of some foul crime the stain: 
For as the Tassals of her will, 
Such men the church selected stiH, 
As either jojed in doing ill. 
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OrtlKKig^t more grace to gain. 
If, in her cause, thej wrestled down 
Feelings their nature strove to own. 
Bj strange device were they brought there, 
Thej knew not how, and knew not where. 

4nd now that blind old abbot rose. 

To speak the chapter's doom, 
On those the wall was to inclose, 

Alire, within the tomb ; 
But stopped, because that woful maid. 
Gathering her powers, to speak essayed. 
Twice she essayed, and twice in vain. 
Her accents might no utterance gain ; 
Nought but imperfect murmurs slip 
From her convulsed and quivering lip : 
*T\vixt each attempt all was so still. 
You seemed to hear a distant rill, 

*Twa8 ocean's swells and falls ; 
For though this vault of sin and fear, 
Was to the sounding sUrge so near, 
A tempest there you scarce could hear. 

So massive were the walls. 

At length, an effort sent apart 
The blood that curdled to her heart, 

And light came to her eye, 
And colour dawned upon her cheek, 
A hectic and a fluttered streak, 
Like that left on the Cheviot peak. 

By Autumn's stormy sky ; 
And when her silence broke at length, 
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Still OB she spoke, she gathered strengCkf 

And armed herself to bear; — 
It was a fearful sight to see 
Such high resolve and constanoj. 
In form so soft and fair. 

•• I speak not to implore jour gpraoe; 
Well know I, for one minute's spaoOt 

Successless might I sue : 
Nor do I speak your prayers to gain ; 
For if a death of lingering pain. 
To cleanse my sins, be penance vain. 

Vain are your masses too. — 
I listened to a traitor's tale, 
I left the convent and the veil, 
For three long years I bowed ray pride, 
A horse-boy in his train to ride ; 
And well my folly's meed he gave. 
Who forfeited, to be his slave. 
All here, and all beyond the grave* — 
He saw young Gisira's face more fair; 
He knew her of broad lands the heir, 
Forgot his vows, his faith forswore. 
And Constance was beloved no more**- 
'Tis an old talc, and often told ; 

But, did my fate and wish agree, 
Ne'er had been read, in story old. 
Of maiden true betrayed for gold, 

That loved, or was avenged, like me I 

*' The king approved his favourite's aim ; 
In vain a rival barred his claim, 
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Whose fate with Clare's was pJifht, 
For he attaints that rival^s fame 
With treason's cJiar^ — and on they caBie« 

In mortal lists to fight. 
Their oaths 4re said. 
Their prayers are prayed. 
Their lances in the rest are laid, 

They meet in mortal shock ; 
And hark ! the throng, with thundering cry. 
Shout ' Marmion, Marmion,' to the sky ; 

< De Wilton to the block !* 
Sny ye, who preach heaven shall decide. 
When in the lists two champions ride, 

Say, was heaven's justice here ? 
When, loyal in his love and faith, 
Wiltou found overthrow or death, 

Beneath a traitor's spear? 
How false'the charge, how tru^ he fell. 
This guilty packet best can tell." — 
Then drew a packet from her breast, 
Paused, gathered voice, and spoke the rest. 

** Still was false Marmion's bridal staid ; 
To Whitby's convent fled the maid. 
The hated match to shun. 

* Ho ! shifts she thus V King Henry cried, 

* Sir Marmion, she shall be thy bride. 

If she were sworn a nun.' 
One way remained — the king's command 
Sent Marmion to the Scottish land ; 
f lingered here, and rescue planned 

For Clara and for me : 
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This caitiff monk, for gold, did swear. 
He would to Whitbj^s shrine repairs 
And, by his drugs, my riTol fair, 
A saint in heaven should be. 
But ill the dastard kept his onth» 
Whose cowardice hath undone us both. 

** And now mj tonsue the secret tails. 
Not that remorse my bosom swells. 
But to assure my soul, tliat none 
Shall e?cr wed with Marmion. 
Had fortune my last hope betrayed. 
This packet to the king conTCjed, 
Had given him to the headsman's stroke. 
Although ray heart that instant broke. — 
Now, men of death, work forth your will. 
For I can suffer, ond be still ; 
And come he slow, or come he fast, 
It is but Death that comes at last 

*^ Yet dread me, from my living tomb. 
Ye vassal slaves of bloody Rome ! • 
If Marmion*8 Inte remorse should wake. 
Full 'soon such vengeance will he take. 
That you shall wish the fiery Done 
Had rather been your guest again. 
Behind, a darker hour ascends ! 
The altars quake, the crosier bends, 
The ire of a despotic king, i 

Rides forth upon destruction's wing. j 

Then shall these vaults, so strong and deep, 
. Burst open to the sea- wind *s sweep ; 
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Some traveller then shall find my bones. 
Whitening amid disjointed stones, 
And iffnorant of priests* cruelty, 
Manrei such relics here should be.** 



Fixed was her look, and stem her iiir ; 
Back from her shoulders streamed her hair. 
The locks, that woi.t her hrow to shade, 
^' tared up erectly from her head ; 
Her figure seemed to riM more high ; 
Her voice, despair's wild energy 
Had given a tone of prophecy. 
Appalled the astonished concIa?e sate ; 
With stupid eyes, the men of fate 
Gazed on the light inspired form. 
And listened for the avenging storm : 
The judges felt the victim's dread ; 
No hand was moved, no word was said. 
Till thus the abbot's doom was given. 
Raising his sightless balls to heaven : — 
^ Sister, let thy sorrows cease ; 
Sinful brother, part in peace !" — 
From that dire dungeon, place of doom. 
Of execution too, and tomb. 

Paced forth the judges three ; 
Sorrow it were, and shame, to tell 
The butcher-work that there befel. 
When they had glided from the cell 

Of sin and misery. 

All hundred winding siteps convey 
That conclave to the upper day ; 
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But, ere they breathed the fresher air. 
They heard the shriekingsof ddipair, 
^ And many a stifled groan : 
With speed their upward way they take. 
Such speed as age and fear can make. 
And crossed themselves for terror's sake. 

As hurrying, tottering on : 
Even in the vesper's heavenly tone. 
They seemed to hear a dying groan. 
And bade the passing knell to toll 
For welfare of a parting soul. 
iSlow o'er the midnight wave it swung, 
Northumbrian rocks in answer rung : 
To Warkworth cell the echoes rolled. 
His beads the wakeful hermit told ; 
The Bamborough peasant raised his head. 
But slept ere half a prayer he said ; 
So far was heard the mighty knell, 
The stag sprung up on Cheviot Fell, 
Spread his broad nostril to the wind. 
Listed before, aside, behind, 
Then couched him down beside the hind. 
And quaked among the mountain fern. 
To hear that sound so dull and stem* 
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While the dawn on the mountain was misty and graji 
Mj true lore hni mounted his steed and away, 
Orer hill, orer Tallejr, o'er dale, and o'er down ; 
Heaven shield the hrave gallant that fights for the crown I 

He has doffed the lilk doublet the breast-plate to bear. 
He hai placed the ateel-cup o*er his long flowing hair, 
From hiibeltto histtirrup his broadsword hangs down, — 
Heaven ihield the brave gallant that fights for the crown ! 

For the righti of fair England that broadsword he draws. 
Her king is his leader, her church is his* cause ; 
His watch-word is honour« his pay is renown, — 
God strike with the gallant that strikes for the crown ! 

They may boast of their Fairfax, tlieir Waller, and all 
The roundlieaded rebcU of Westminster-hall ; 
But tell these bold traitors of London's pruud town, 
That the spears of the north have encircled the crown. 

There's Derby and Cavendish, dread of their foes ; 
There's Erin's high Ormond, and Scotland's Montrose ( 
Wodd yon match the base Skippon, and Massy, and 
Bff0wn9 

With the barons of England who fight for the crown 1 

Now joy to the erast of the brave cavalier? 
Be his banner unconquered, resistless his spear, 
Till in pence and in triumph his toils he may drown, 
In n pl(*dgp to fair England, her chnrcli, and her crownl 

or 
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THE DRATH OF ADAM. 



The 8UI1 went down amidst an angiy glare 
Of flushing clouds, that crimsoned all the air; 
The winds brake loose ; the forest boughs were tonif 
And dark aloof the eddying foliage borne ; 
Cattle to shelter scudded in affright ; 
The florid evening vanished into night ; 
Then burst the hurricane upon the vale, 
In peals of thunder, and thick vollied hail ; 
Prone rushing rains with torrents whelmed the land, 
Our cot amidst a river seemed to stand ; 
Around its base, the foamy-crested streams 
Flashed through the darkness to the lightning*s gleams 
With monstrous throes an earthquake heaved the ground. 
The rocks were rent, the mountains trembled round I 
Never since Nature into being came, 
Had such mysterious motion shook her frame ; 
We thought, ingulpht in floods, or wrapt in fire, 
The world itself would perish with our Sire. 



MONTGOMERY. Ml 

Amiddt this war of elements, within 
More dreadful grew the sacrifice of sin. 
Whose victim on his bed of torture laj. 
Breathing the slow remains of life awaj 
Erewhile, Tictorious faith sublimer rose 
Beneath the pressure of collected woes : 
But now his spirit wavered, went and came. 
Like the loose vapour of departing flame. 
Till at the point, when comfort seemed to die, 
For ever in his fixed unclosing eye. 
Bright through the smouldering ashes of the man, 
The saint broke forth, and Adam thus began ! 



— O ye, that shudder at this awful strife. 
This wrestling agony of death and life, 
Think not that He, on whom my soul is cast, 
Will leave me thus forsaken to the last ; 
Nature's infirmity alone you see ; 
My chains are breaking, I shall soon be free ; 
Though firm in God the spirit holds her trust, 
The flesh is frail, and trembles into dust. 

{ Horror and anguish seize me ; — *tis the hour 

Of darkness, and I mourn beneath its power; 
The Tempter plies me with his direst art, 

I I feel the Serpent coiling round my heart ; 

He stirs the wound he once inflicted there, 

! Instils the deadening poison of despair ! 

I Belies the truth of God's delaying grace, 

j And bids nie curse my Maker to his face. 

I I will not curse Ilim, tliougli his grace delay ; 

j I will not cease to trust Him, though he slay ; 
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Fall on his promiMd mercj I rely, 
For God hath spoken — God, who cnnnot lie. 
—Thou, of my faith the Author and the End ! 
Mine early, late, and everlasting Friend ! 
The joy, that once thy presence gave, restore. 
Ere I am summoned hence, and seen no more : 
Down to the dust returns this earthly frame. 
Receive my spirit. Lord 1 from wh(»m it came ; 
Rebuke the Tempter, show thy power to savey 
O let thy glory light me to the grave. 
That these, who witness my departing breath. 
May learn to triumph in the grasp of deatli.** 

He closed his eyelids with a tranquil smilo, 
And seemed to rest in silent prayer awhile : 
Around his couch witii filial awe we kneeled, 
When suddenly a light from heaven revealed 
A Spirit, that stood within the unopened door ; — 
The sword of God in his right hand he bore ; 
His countenance was lightning, and his vest 
Like snow at sun-rise on the mountain's cnst ; 
Yet so benignly beautiful his form, 
His presence stilled the fury of the storm ; 
At once the winds retire, the waters cease, 
His look was love, his salutation, ^ Peace !* 

Our mother lii>i IkIicUI liiiu, t^ore amazed. 
But terror grew to transport while she gazed ; 
— ' 'Tis He, the Prince of Seraphim, who drove 
Our banished feet from Eden*s happy grove ; 
Adam, my life, my spouse, awake !* she cried ; 
* Return to Paradise; behold thy guide !' 
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O let me follow in this dear embrace !* 
She rank* and on his bosom hid her face. 
Adam looked up ; his visafe changed its hue. 
Transformed into an angers at the view : 
* I come !' he cried, with faith*8 full triumph fired. 
And in a sigh of ecstacy expired. 
The light was vanished, and the vision fled ; 
We stM>d alone, the living with the dead ; 
The ruddy embers, glimmering round the roomi 
Displayed the corse amidst the solemn gloom ; 
But o*er the scene a holy calm reposed. 
The gate of heaven had opened there, and closed. 



Eve^s fidthful arm still clasped her lifeless spouse ; 
Gently I shook it, from her trance to rouse ; 
She ffave no answer ; motionless and cold. 
It feU like dav from my relaxing hold ; 
Alarmed, I lined up the locks of gray 
That hid her cheek ; her soul had passed away ; 
A beauteous corse she graced her partner's side. 
Love bound their lives, and death could not divide. 

Trembling astonishment of grief we felt. 
Till Nature*s sympathies began to melt ; 
We wept in stillness through the long dark night, 
—And O how welcome was the morning light. 
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ODE. 



O fer the death of thoffe 
Who for their country die. 
Sink on her bosom to repoie. 
And triumph where thej die I 

How beautiful in death 
The Warrior*s corse appears. 
Embalmed by fond Affection*! breathy 
And bathed in Woman's tears ! 

Their loveliest native earth 
Enshrines the fallen brave ; 
In the dear land that gave them birth 
They find their tranquil ^rave. 

— But the wild waves shall sweep 
Biutannia's foes away, 
And the blue monsters of the deep 
Be surfeited with prey. — 

—Thus vanish Britain's foes 
From her consuming eye ; 
But rich be the reward of those, 
Who conquer, — those who die. ] 
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0*er-8hadow]og laurels deck, 

The living heroes brows ; 

But loTelier wreaths entwine bis neck. 

Mis children and bis spouse. 

Rxultiiig o*er his lot, 

The dangers he has braved, 

He clasps the dear one, hails the ooC, 

Which his own ralour saved. 

Daughters or Albion, weep : 

On this triumphant plain. 

Your fathers husbands, brethren sleep* 

For you and freedom slain. 

O gently close the eye 
That loved to look on you ; 
O seal the lip whose earliest sigh. 
Whose latest breath was true : 

With knots of sweetest flowers 

Their winding-sheet perfume ; 

And wash their wounds with true-love sbowerii 

And dress them for the tomb. 

For beautiful in death 
The Warrioe^s corse appears. 
Embalmed by foud Affection*s breath 
And bathed in Woman's tears. 
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-Give me the death of those 



Who for their country die ; 
And O be mine like their repose, 
When cold and low they lie ! 

Their loveliest mother Earth 
Entwines the faUen brave, 
In her sweet lap who gave them birth 
They find their tranquil grave. 



THE DUL 

This shadow on the Dial's face, 

That steals from day to day, 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace. 

Moments, and months, and years away ;— 
This shadow, which, in every clime. 

Since light and motion first began, 
Hath held its course sublime ; — 

What is itT Mortal Man ! 

It is the scythe of Time : 
— A shadow only to the eye ; 

Yet, in its calm career. 
It levels all beneath the sky ! 

And still through each succeeding year, 
Right onwnrd, with resistless power. 
Its stroke shall darken every hour, 

Till Nature's race be run, 
And Time's last shadow shall eclipse the suil 
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Nor ouly o*er the DiuP?* face, 

ThiB silent phantom, day by day, 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace. 

Steals moments, months, and years nway ; 
From hoary rock and aged tree, 

From proud Palmyra's mouldering walli 
From TeneriflTe, towering o'er the sea. 

From e?ery blade of grass, it fulls ; 
For still where'er n shadow sleeps 
. The scythe of time destroys, 
And man at every footstep weeps 

O'er evanescent joys ; 
Like flowerets glittering with the dews of morOi 
Fair fibr a moment, then for ever shorn : 
— All ! soon, beneath the inevitable blow, 
I too shall lie in dust and darkness low. 

Then Tiub, the Conqueror, will suspend 

His scythe, a trophy, o'er my tomb, 
Whose moving shadow shall portend 

Each frail beholder's doom. 
O'er the wide earth's illumined space. 

Though Time's triumphant flight be shown. 
The truest index on its face 

Points from the churchvard stone. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRnSND. 

Friend after friend departs ; 

Who hath not lost a friend 1 
There is no union here of hearts 

That finds not here an end ; 
Were this frail world our final rest, 
Lifiug or dving none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of time, — 

Beyond the reign of death, — 
There surely is some blessed clime 

Where life is not a breath ; 
Nor life's affections, tran-sient fire, 
Whose sparks fly upwards and expire t 

There is a world above, 

Where parting is unknown ; 
A long eternity of love. 

Formed for the good alone ; 
And fuith beholds the dying, here, 
Translated to that glorious sphere' 

Thus star by star declines. 

Till all nre past away : 
As morning high and higher shines. 

To pure and perfect day : 
Nor sink those stars in empty night. 
But hide themselves in heaven's own light. 
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OPB. 



Ye Manners of Eugland ! 
That guard our native seaB ; 
Whose flac has braved, a thouhund ^ean. 
The battle, and the breeze ! 
Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe, 
And sweep through the deep. 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy tempests blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 

Shall start from every wave ! — 

For the deck it was their field of fame. 

And Ocean was their grave : 

Where Blake and niis^hty Neldon fell, 

Tour mnnly hearts shall glow. 
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As je sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy tempests blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark, 

No towers alone the steep ; 

Her march is o'er the mountain waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak, 

She quells the floods below — 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy tempests blow ; 

When the bnttle reiges loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

Tlie i\ieteor flag of England 

SImII yet terrific burn; 
1*1 1 1 dnnger*s troubled night depart 
\ii(l the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean -warriors ! 

(>iir t»ong and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name, 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the storm has ceased .o blow. 
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On Linden, when the sun was low, 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidlj. 



But Liuden saw another sight, 
When the drum beat, at dead of night, 
Communding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast arrayed, 
Gnch horseman drew his battle blade. 
And furious every charger neighed. 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder nven. 
Then rushed the steed to battle driren. 
And louder than the bolts of heaven. 
Far flashed the red artiUery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow, 
On Linden hills of stained snow. 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 
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Tib morn, but scarce yon lurid sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun. 
Where furious Frank, and fiery Hun, 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 

The combat deepens. On ! ye brave, 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Ware, Munich ! all thy banners wave ! 
And charge with all thy chivalry ! 



Few, few, shall part where many meet i 
The snow shall be their winding sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 
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THB SOLDIER*S DREAM. 

Our bugles sang truce — for the night-cloud had lowered» 
And the sentinel stars set their watch in the tkj ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground overpowered« 
The wearjr to sleep, and the wounded to die* 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw. 
By the wolf-scaring fnggot that guarded the slain ; 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw. 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again* 

Methought from the battle-field*s dreadful arraj. 
Far, far I had roamed on a desolate track; 

Twas autumn — and sunshine arose on the way 

To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so oh 

In life*s morning march, when my bosom was young; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft. 

And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung* 

Then pledged we the wine cup, and fondly I sworct 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part; 

My little ones kissed me a thousand times o'er. 
And my wife sobbed aloud in her fulness of heart. 

*Stay, stay with us — rest, thou art weary and worn;*— 
And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay, 

But sorrow returned with the dawning of morn, 
And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 
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Let us lift up the curtain, and obsenre 
What passes in that clinraber. Now a sigh. 
And now a groan is heard. Then all is still. 
Twenty are sitting as in judgment there ; 
Men who have served their country, and grown gny 
In governments and distant embassies, 
Men eminent alike in war and peace ; 
Such as in efRgy shall long adorn 
The walls of Venice — to show what she has been. 
Their garb is black, and black the arras is, 
And sad the general aspect. Yet their looks 
Are calm, are cheerful ; nothing there like grief. 
Nothing or harsh, or cruel. Still that noise, 
That low and dismal moaning. 

FTalf withdrawn, 
A little to the kit ^its one in crimson, 
A venerable man, fourscore and upward. 
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Crold drops of sweat stand on his furrowed brow. 

His hands are clenched ; his eyes half shut and glazed $ 

His shrunk and withered limbs rigid as marble. 

*Tis FoscABi, the Doge. And there is one, 

A joung man, Ijing at his feet, stretched out 

In torture. *Tis his son, his only one ; 

*Tis GiACOMO, the blessing of his age, 

(Saj, has he lired for this T) accused of murder. 

The murder of the Senator Donato. 

Last night the proofs, if proofs they are, were dropt 

Into the ]ion*s mouth, the mouth of brass. 

That gapes and gorges ; and the Doge himself, 

Sris not the first time he has filled this office) 
ust sit and look on a beloved son 
Suffering the question. 

Twice, to die in peace. 
To sa?e a falling house, and turn the hearts 
Of his fell ad?ersarie8, those who now. 
Like hell hounds in full cry, are running down 
His last of four, twice did he ask their leave 
To lay aside the Crown, and they refused him. 
An oath exacting, never more to ask it ; 
And there he sits, a spectacle of wo. 
By tliem, his rivals in the state, compelled. 
Such the refinement of their cruelty, 
To keep the place he sighed for. 

Once again 
The screw is turned, and as it turns, the Son 
Looks up, and in a faint and broken accent, 
Murmurs ** My Father !" The old man shrinks baok* 
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And in his mantle niuffleB up hit &oe. 

^ An thoa nol guilt? t** says a voice, that onets 

Would greet the sufferer long before they met, 

And on his enr strike like ii pleasant music« 

^ Art thou not guilty t" — *' No ! indeed I an mit** 

But all is unavailing. In that court 

Groans are confessions ; Patience, Fortitude, 

The work of magic ; and released, upheld, 

For condemnation, from his Father*8 lipe 

He hears the sentence, ** Banishment to Canoia. 

Death if he leaves it.** 

And the bark sets sail ; 
And he is gone from all he loves — for ever ! 
His wife, his boys, and his disconsolate parents ! 
Gone in the dead of night — unseen of'any — 
Without a word, a look of tenderness, 
To be called up, wlien, in his lonely hours 
He would indulge in weeping. 

Like a ghost. 
Day after day, year after year, he haunts 
An ancient rampart, that overhangs the sea; 
Gazing on vacancy, and hourly starting 
To answer to the watch — Alas, how changed 
From him the mirror of the youth of Venice, 
In whom the slightest thing, or whim, or chance. 
Did lie but wear his doublet so and so, 
All followed : at whose nuptials, when at length 
He won that maid at once the fairest, noblest, 
A daughter of the House ofContnrini, 
That house as old as Venice, now among 



L 



ROGERS. 807 

Its ancestors in monumental brass. 
Numbering eight Doges — to cowrey her home. 
The Bucentaur went forth, and thrice the Sun 
Shone on the Chiralry, that, front to front. 
And Uaze on blaze reflecting, met and ranged 
To tourney in St. Marks. 

But lo, at last. 
Messengers come. He is recalled : his heart 
Leaps at the tidings. He embarks : the boat 
Springs to the oar, and back again he goes. 
Into that Terj chamber ! there to lie 
In his old resting-place, the bed of torture ; 
And thence look up (Fire long, long years of grief 
Have not killed either) on his wretched Sire, 
Still in that seat — as though he had not left it, 
ImmoTcable, enveloped in his mantle. 
But now he comes, convicted of a crime 
Great by the laws of Venice. Night and day. 
Brooding on what he had been, what he was, 
*Twa8 more than he could bear. His longing fiti 
Thickened upon him. His desire for home 
Became a madness ; and, resolved to go. 
If but to die, in his despair he writes 
A letter to Francesco, Duke of Milan, 
Soliciting his influence with the State, 
And drops it to be found. — ** Would ye know all— 
I have transgressed, offended wilfully ; 
And am prepared to suffer as I ought. 
But let me, let me, if but for an instant, 
Ye must consent — for all of you are sons, 
Most of you husbands, fathers, let me first. 
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Indulge the natural feelings of a man, 
And, ere I die, if such my sentence be. 
Press to my heart (Ws all I ask of you) 
My wife, my children — and my aged mot her - 
Say, is she yet alive t** 

He is condemned 
To go ere set of sun, go whence he came, 
A banished man — and . r a year to breathe 
The vapour of a dungeon. — But his prayer 
(What could they less 1) is granted. 

In a hall 
Open and crowded by the common rabble, 
*Twas there a trembling Wife and her four Sons 
Yet young, a Mother, borne along, bedridden. 
And an old Do^^^f, mustering up all his strength, 
That strength how small, assembled now to meet 
One so long lost, long mourned, one who for them 
Had braved so much — death, and yet worse than death— 
To meet him, and to part with him for ever! 

Time and their heavy wrongs had changed them all. 
Him most ! Yet when the Wife, the Mother looked 
Again, 'twas he himself, 'twas Giacomo, 
Their only hope, and trust, and consolation ! 
And all clung round him, weeping bitterly ; 
Weeping the more, because they wept in vain. 

Unnerved, unsettled in his mind from long 
And exquisite pain, he sobs aloud and cries, 
Kissing the old Man's cheek, ** ITrip me, my Father I 



Jl 



ROOIR8. SOD 

Let me, I praj thee, live once more amoug you ; 
Let me go home !" — ** My Son/' returns the Doge, 
Masteriog awhile hie grief, " if I may still 
Gall thee niy Son, if thou urt innocent, 
As I would fain believe ;" but as he speaks, 
He fieJIs, *' submit without a murmur." 

Night. 
That to the World brought revelry, to them 
Brought only food for sorrow : Gincomo 
Embarked — to die, 6ent to an early grave 
For thee, Erizzo, whose death-bed confession, 
*' He is most innocent ! 'Twns I who did it !" 
Game when he slept in peace. The ship, that sailed 
Swift as the winds with his recall to honour, 
Bore back a lifeless corpse. Generous as brave. 
Affection, kindness, the sweet offices 
Of love and duty were to him as needful 
As was his daily bread ; — and to become 
A by-word in the meanest mouths of Venice, 
Bringing a stain on those who gave him life. 
On those, alas, now worse tlian fatherless — " 
To be proclaimed a ruffian, a night-stabber, 
He on whom none before had breathed reproach — 
He lived but to disprove it. That hope lost, 
Death followed. From the hour he wcht, he spoke not ; 
And in his dungeon, when he laid him down, 
He sunk to rise no more. Oh, if tiicre be 
Justice in heaven, and we are assured there is, 
A day must come of ample lletribution ! 

Then was Uty cup, old Man, full to o*erflowmg, 
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Bat thoa wert yet alive ; and there was onei 

The soul and spring of all that enmity. 

Who would not leave thee ; fastening on thy flttnk* 

Hungering and thirsting, still unsatisfied ; 

One of a name illustrious as thine own ! 

One of the Ten ! one of the Invisible Three I 

•Twas Loredano. 

When the whelps were gone 
He would dislodge the Lion from his den ; 
And, leading on the pack he long had led. 
The misemble pack that ever howled 
Against fallen greatness, moved that Foscari 
Be Doge no longer ; urging his great age. 
His incapacity and nothingness ; 
Calling a Father's sorrows in his chamber 
Neglect of duty, anger, contumacy. 
*' I am most willing to retire," said Foscari: 
** But I have sworn, and cannot of myself. 
•' Do with me as ye please." 

He was deposed 
He, who had reigned so long and gloriously ; 
His ducal bonnet taken from his brow, 
Hb robes stript off, his ring, that ancient symbol. 
Broken before him. But now nothing moved 
The meekness of his soul. All things alike. 
Among the six tbit came with the decree, 
Foscari saw one he knew not, and inquired 
His name. •* I am the son of Marco Memmo.** 
•• Ah," he replied, ** thy father was my friend." 
And now he goes. It is the hour and past. 
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**I hftfe no bunnem here.** But wih thou not 

Afmd the gazing crowd I That way is priTate. 

** No 1 as I entered, so will 1 retire.*' 

And leaning on his staff, he left the palace. 

His residence for four and thirty years. 

By the same staircase he came up in splendour— 

Tlie staircase of the giants. Turning round. 

When in the cciurt below, he stopt and said, 

*«My merits brought me hither; 1 depart, 

DriTen by the malice of my enemies.'' 

Then through the crowd withdrew, poor as he came. 

And in his gondola went off, unfoUowed 

But by the sighs of them that dared not speak* 

This journey was his last. When the bell rung 

Next day, announcing a new Doge to Venice, 

It rung his knell. 

But whence the deadly hate 
That caused all this — the hate of Loredano t ' 

It was a legacy his father left him. 
Who, but for Foscari, had reigned in Venice, 
And, like the venom in the serpent's bag. 
Gathered and grew ! Nothing but turned to venom I 
In vain did Foscari sue for peace, for friendship, 
Offering in marriage his fair Isabel : 
He changed not ; with a dreadful piety, 
Studying revenge ; listening alone to those 
Who talked of vengeance ; grasping by the hand 
Those in their zeal (and none, alas, were wanting) 
Who came to tell him of another wrong. 
Done or imagined. When his father died, 
'Twas whispered in his ear, " He died by poison.** 
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He wrote it od tlie toinb, (^tis there iu marble») 
And in hiB leger-book, amon^ the debtors. 
Entered the name, •* Francesco Foscari ;** 
And added, ** For the murder of my father:" 
Leaving a blank to be filled up hereafter. 
When Foscari's noble heart at length gave waj. 
He took the volume from the shelf again 
Galmlj, and with his pen filled up the blank,— 
Inscribing, ** He his paid me/* 



GENEVRA. 



H'evi I y<ni >|iunl(l coino to Modena, 
Sn»|> a: a palace nt'ar the Re«jgio-giiio, 
Dwelt ill ofoM bv one of the Orsini. 

m 

its noble gardens, terrace above terrace, 
And rich in fountains, statues, cypresses, 
Will long detain 70 u, — ^but, before you go, 
Enter the house — forget it not I pray you, 
And look awhile upon a picture there. 

'Tis of a lady in her earliest youth. 
The last of that illustrious family ; 
Done by Zampieri — but by whom I care not. 
He who observes it, ere he passes on. 
Gazes his fill, and comes and comes again. 
That he may call it up, when for away. 
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She sitBy ifMliniDg forward as to speak, 

Her lips half open, and her finser up, 

As though she said, " Beware r* her vest of gicrfd, 

Broidered with flowers, and clasped from head lo feolf 

An einerald-stone in every golden clasp ; 

And on her brow, fairer than alabaster, 

A coronet of pearls 

But then her face. 
So lovelj, jet so arch, so full of mirth. 
The oTerflowings of an innocent heart — 
It haunts me still, though many a year has fled, 
Like some wild melody. 

Aloue it hangs 
Over a mouldering heir-loom, its compauiou, 
An oaken chest, half eaten by the worm, 
But richly canred by Antony of Trent, 
With Scripture stories from the Life of Christ. 
A chest that came from Venice and had held 
The ducal robes of some old ancestor — 
That by the way — it may be true or false— ^ 
But don't forget the picture ; and you will not. 
When you have heard the tale they told me there. 

She was an only child — her name Geneyra, 
The joy, the pride of an indulgent father; 
And in her fifteenth year became a bride. 
Marrying an only son, Francesco Doria, 
Her playmate from her birth, and her first love. 

Just as she looks there in her bridal dress. 
She was all l^entleness, all gaiety, 
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Her pranks the faTourite theme of ererj tongue. 
But now the day was come, the daj, the hour ; 
Now, firowniog, smiling for the hundredth time. 
The nurse, that ancient iady, preached decorum. 
And, in the lustre of her youth, she gave 
Her hand, with her heart in it, to Francesco. 

Great was the joy ; but at the nuptial feast. 
When all sat down, the bride herself was wantingi 
Nor was she to be found ! Her father cried, 
** 'Tis but to make a trial of our love !" 
And filled his glass to all ; but his hand shook, 
And soon from guest to guest the panic spread. 
*Twas but that instant she had left Francesco, 
Luugliing and looking back, and flying still, 
Her ivory tooth imprinted on his finger. 
Rut now, alas ! she was not to he found ; 
Nor from that hour could any thing be guessed. 
But that she was not ! 

Weary of his life, 
Francesco flew to Venice, and, embarking. 
Flung it away in battle with the Turk 1 
Orsini lived — and long might you have seen 
An old man wandering as in quest of soniething^ 
Something he could not find, he knew not what. 
When he was gone, the house remained awhile, 
Silent and tennntless ; — then went to strangers. 

Full fifty years were past, and nil forgotten. 
When on an idle day, a day of search 
Mid the old lumber in the gallery. 
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That mooldering chest was noticed ; and 'twas 
Brone as young, as thoughtless as GencTra, 
* Whj not remoTe it from its lurking place t* . 
*Twas done as soon as said ; hut on the waj 
It hurst, it fell.; and lo, a skeleton, 
'^Hth here and there a pearl, an emerald stone, 
A golden dasp, clasping a shred of gold. 
AD else had perished — save a weddicg ring. 
And a small seal, her mother's legacy, 
BngraTcn with a name, the name of both, 
•• Grnrtra," 

There then had she found a grare \ 
Within that chest had she concealed herself 
Fluttering with joj, the happiest of the happy ; 
When a spring lock, that lay in ambush there. 
Fastened her down for OTer I 
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THB WUB. 






Mine be a oot beside t^e hill ; 

A bee-hire's hum 8h<di soothe mj 
A willowj brook, that turns a mill. 

With many a fall shall linger near. 



The swallow oft, beneath my thatch, 
Shall twitter from her day-built nest ; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch. 

And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around ray ivied porch snali spring, 

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ; 

And Lucy at her peals shall sing. 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village-church among the trees, 

Where first our marriage vows were given. 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 
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AWAKENED CONSCIENCE. 

m 

Cheered bj thb hope she beuds her thither;' 
Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven, 
Nor Iiave the golden bowers of Even 
In the rich West begun to wither, — 
When, o'er the vale of Balbec winging 

Slowly, she sees a child at play, 
Among the rosy wild flowers singing, 

As rosy and as wild as they ; 
Chjising, with eager hands and eyes, 
The beautiful blue damsel-flies, 
That fluttered round the jasmine stems. 
Like winged flowers or flying gems : — 
And, near the boy, who tired with play, 
Now nestling mid the roses lay. 
She saw a wearied man dismount. 

From his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret's rustic fount 

Impatient fling him down to drink. 
Then 9^\h his haggard brow he turned 
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To the &ir child, who fearless sat. 
Though never jet hath day-beam baroed 
Upon n brow more fierce than that, — 
Sullenly fierce, — a mixture dire, 
Like thunder-clouds of gloom and fire ! 
In which the Perils eye could read 
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed ; 
The ruined maid — the shrine profiined^- 
Oathi broken — and the threshold stained 
With blood of guests ! there written all, 
Black as the damning drops that fall 
From the denouncing AngePs pen. 
Ere Mercy weeps them out again ! 
Yet tranquil now, that man of crime 
(As if the balmy evening time 
Softened his spirit) looked and lay. 
Watching the rosy infantV play : — 
Though still, whene'er his eye by chance 
Fell on the boy's, its lurid glance 
Met that unclouded, joyous gaze, 
As torches that have burnt all night. 
Through some impure and godless rite. 
Encounter morning's glorious rays. 

But hark ! the vesper-call to prayer. 

As slow the orb of daylight sets, 
Is rising sweetly on the air. 

From Syria's thousand minarets ! 
The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid his head, 
And down upon the fragrant sod 
Kneels, with his forehead to the south. 
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Lisping the eternal name of God 
From Purity's own cherub mouth, 
And looking, while his hands and eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies, 
Like a stray babe of Paradise, 
Just lighted on that flowery plain, 
And seeking for its home again I 
Oh *twas a sight — that Heaven — that child— 
I A scene, which might have well beguiled 

Even haughty Eblis of a sigh 
For glories lost and peace gone by ! 

And how felt A<, the wretched Man, 
Reclining there, — while memory ran 
O'er many a year of guilt and strife, 
Flew o'er the dark flood of his life. 
Nor found one sunny resting-place. 
Nor brought him back one branch of grace ! 
" There was a time," he said in mild 
Henrt-humbled tones, " thou blessed child, 

When young and haply pure as thou, 

I looked and prayed like thee — but now"** — 
He hung his head,— each nobler aim, 

And hope, and feeling, which had slept, 
From boyhood's hour, that instant came 

Fresh o'er him, and ho wept — he wept I 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, the only sense 

Of guiltless joy that guilt can know 
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Alas ! — how Kglit a cause maj mofa 
Disseasioo betweeo hearts that love ! 
Hearts that the work! in Tain had tried. 
And sorrow but more doselj tied ; 
That stood the storm, wheo waves were nm^k^ 
Tet in a sonoj hour laU oflf^ 
Like ships that hare gone down at sea. 
When heaTen was all tranquillitj ! 
A something, light as air, — a look, 

A word unkind, or wrong^lv taken — 
Oh ! love, that tempests ucTer shook, 

A breath, a touch like this hath shaken. 

And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin ; 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
Thej wore in courtship's smiling day ; 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining, one by one. 
The sweetnesses of love are gone, 
And hearts so lately niinirled, seem 
Like broken clouds,^-or like the stream. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow. 

As though its waters ne'er could sever. 
Yet, ere it reach the plain below. 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 
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Oh, jou, that hnve the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound, 
As in the fields of bliss above, 

He sits, with flowerets fettered round ;— 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his wings ; 
For even an hour, a minute's flight 
Wi]| rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird, whose nest 
Is found beneath far eastern skies. 
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest, 
Lose all their glory when he flies ! 



SONG. 

Fly to the desert, fly with me, 
Our Arab tents are rude for thee ; 
But, oh ! the choice what heart can doubt 
Of tents with love, or thrones without ! 

Our rocks are rough, but smiling there 
The acacia waves her yellow hair, 
Lonely and sweet, nor loved the less 
For flowering in a wilderness. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silvery-footed antelope 
As gracefully and gaily springs 
As o^er the niarhh> coui-ti^ of kings. 
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Then come,— -tlij Arab maid will he 
The loved and lone acncia-tree, 
The antelope, whose feet slmll bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness. 

Oh ! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart, — 
As if the soul that minute caught 
Some treasure it through life had sought ; 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestined to have all our sighs, 
And never be forgot again. 
Sparkled and spoke before us then ! 

So came thy every glance and tone, 
When first on me they breathed and shone ; 
New, as if brought from other spheres, 
Yet welcome as if loved for years ! 

Then fly with me, — if thou host known 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown 
A gem away, that thou hast sworn 
Should ever in thy heart be worn. 

Gome, if the love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee, — 
Fresh as the fountain under ground. 
When first 'tis by the Inpwiniif found. 
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But if for me tliuu dost forduke 
Sutne other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipped image from its base* 
To give Xo ine tlie ruined place ; — 



Then, fare thee well, — Vd rather make 
My bower u[>on some icy lake, 
When thawiuff suns be^in to shine. 
Than trust to love so false as thine. 



MY BIRTH-OAY. 



** My birth-day*' — what a different sound 
That word had in my youthful ears ! 

And how, each time the day comes round, 
Less and less white its mark appears ! 

When 6rst our scanty year?* are told, 
It seems like pastitiic to grow old ; 
And, as Youth counts the shining links, 

That Time around him binds so fast. 
Pleased with the task, he little thinks 

How hard that chain wil» oress at last. 
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Vain was the man, aod false as Tain, 

Who said— ^* Were he ordained to run 
^* His long career of life again, 

**• He would do all that he had done.**-* 
Ah, *ti8 not thus the voice, that dwells 

111 sober birth-days, speaks to me. 
Far otherwise— of time it tells. 

Lavished unwisely, carelessly— 
Of counsel mocked— of talents, made 

Haply for high and pure designs. 
But oft, like IsraePs incense, laid 

Upon unholy, earthly shrines, — 
Of nursing many a wrong desire, — 

Of wondering after Love too far, 
And taking every meteor fire, 

That crossed my pathway, for his star! 
All this it tells, and, could I trace 

Th* imperfect picture o*er again. 
With power to add, retouch, efface. 

The light and shades, — the joy and pain. 
How little of the past would stay ! 
How ouickly all should melt away — 
All, — out that freedom of the mind, 

Which hath been more than wealth to me ; 
Those friendships in my boyhood twined. 

And kept till now unchangingly ; 
And that dear home, that saving ark. 

Where love's true light at last IVe fouud 
Cheering within when all grows dark. 

And comfortless, and stormy round ! 
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Oh in the stiJIj night, 
Ere flumber^s chain bus boiind me. 

Fond memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 

The smiles, the tears of bojliood^s jean. 
The words of love then spoken. 

The ejes that shone, now dimmed uud gone. 
The cheerful liearts now broken ! 

When I remember all 
The friends so linked together, 

IVe seen around me fall. 
Like leaves in wintry weather, 

I feel like one, who treads alone * 
Some banquet-hall deserted. 

Whose lights afe fled, whose garlands dead, 
And all but he departed ! 

Thus in the stilly night. 
Ere slumber^s chain has bound me. 

Fond memory brings the light 
Of other days around me 
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ON ROUSSEAU. 

*Ti8 too absurd — *ti8 weakness, 8hame« 
This low prostration before Fame— 
This casting down, beneath the car 
Of Idols, whatsoe'er they are, 
Life's purest, holiest decencies. 
To be careered o'er, as they please. 
No, — let triumphant Genius hare 
All that his loftiest wish can crave. 
If he be worshipped, let it be 

For nttributca, his noblest, 6r8t, — 
Not with that base idolatry. 

Which sanctifies his last and worst. 



I may he cold — may want that glow 

Of high romance, which bards should kn 

That lioly homage, which is felt 

In treading where the great have dwelt — > 

This reverence, whatso'er it be, 

I fear, I feel I have it not, 
For here, at this still hour, to me 

The charms of this delightful spot — 
Its calm seclusion from the throng, 

From all the heart would fain forget— 
'J'his narrow valley, and the song 

Of its small murmuring rivulet — ij 

The flitting, to and fro, of birds, 

Tranquil and tame as they were once 
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In Eden, ere the startling words 

or Man disturbed their orisons ! — 
Those little, shndowj paths, that wind 
Up the hill side, with fruit-trees lined. 
And lighted ou\y bj the breaks 
The gaj wind in the foliage makes, 
Or vistas, here and there, that ope 

Through weeping-willows, like the snatchefl 
Of far-off scenes of light, which Hope 

Even through the shade of sadness catches! 
All this, which — would I once but lose 

The memory of those vulgar ties. 
Whose grossness all the heavenliest hues 

Of Genius can no more disguise, 
Than the sun^s beam can do awaj 
The filth of fens o*er which they play, — 
This scene, which would have filled my heart 

With thoughts of all that happiest is — 
Of Love, where self hath only part. 

As echoing back another's bliss — 
Of solitude, secure and sweet. 
Beneath whose shade the Virtues meet ; 
Which, while it shelters, never chills 

Our sympathies with human wo. 
But keeps them, like sequestered rills, 

Purer and fresher in their flow — 
Of happy days, that share their beams 

*Twixt quiet niiflh and wise employ — 
Of tranquil nights, that give, in dreams. 

The moonlight of the morning's joy ! — 
All this my heart could uwell on here, 
But for those hateful ipemories near, 
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Those sordid truths, that cross the track 

Of each sweet thought, and driTe them back 

Full into all the mire, and strife, 

And vanities of that man's life, 

Who, more than all that e*er have dowed 

With Fancy's flame (and it was his^ 
If ever given to mortal) showed 

What an iro poster Genius is — 
How, with that strong mimetic art. 

Which is its life and soul, it takes 
All shapes of thought, all hues of heart. 

Nor feels, itself, one throb it wakes :^ 
How like a gem its light may smile 

O'er the dark path, by mortals trod. 
Itself as mean a worm, the while, 

As crawls along the sullying sod ; 
What sensibility may fall 

From its false lip, what plans to bless. 
While home, friends, kindred, country, all, 

Lie waste beneath its selfishness. 

How, with the pencil hardly dry 

From colouring up such scenes of love 
And beauty, as make young hearts sigh. 

And dream, and think through heaven they rove. 
They, who can thus describe and move. 

The very workers of these charms, 
Nor seek, nor ask a heaven, above 

Some Maman's or Theresa's arms ! 

How all, in short, that make the boast 
Of their false tongues, they want the most ; 
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Aod, while* with Freedom on their lips, 

Sounding her timbrels, to set free 
This bright world, labouring in th* eclipse 

Of phestcnift and of slavery, 
Thej maj, themselves, be slaves as low 

As ever Lord or Patron made. 
To blossom in his smile, or grow. 

Like stunted brushwood in the shade ! 
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Out on tlie craft, — IM rather be 

One of those hinds, that round me tread« 
\1^ith just enough of sense to see 

The noon-day sun that's o'er my head. 
Than thus, with high-built genius curst, 

That hath no heart for its fouiidation« 
Be all, at once, that's brightest — worst— 

Sublimest — meanest in creation ! 
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IIIE DYING OLADIATOR. 



I 8ee before me the Gladiator lie : 
He leans upon his hand — his inaidy brow 
Consents to death, but conquers ««rony, 
And his drooped head sinks gradually low— 
And through his aUUi the last drops, ebhinjf slow 
From the red irash, fall heavv, one by one. 
Like the first of a thuntler-shower ; and now 
The arena swinic! around him — he is gone, 
Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hailed the wretch 
who won. 

He heard it, but he heeded not — his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far away ; 
He recked not of the life he lost nor prize, 
But where his rude hut by tlie Danube lay, 
There were his young barbarians all at play, 
There was their Dacian mother — he, their sire. 
Butchered to make a Roman holiday — 
All this rushed with his blood — Shall he expire 
And unrevengcd ? — Arise ! ye Goths, and glut your ire I 
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There wae m soutid of rerelrj hj night. 
And Belgium's capital had gathered then 
Her beauty and her chiyalry, and bright 
The lamps shone o*er fair women and brave men ; 
A thoosand liearts beat happily, and when 
Music arose with its Toluptuous swell, 
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell ; 
But hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell * 

Did ye not hear it 1 No ; *twas but the wind, 
Or the car rattling o*er the stony street ; 
On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined ; 
No sleep till mom, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet-^ 
But, hark ! — that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat ; 
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ! 
Arm ! Arm ! it is — it is — ^the cannon*8 opening roar I 



Within a windowed niche of that high hall 
Sat Brunswick's fated chieftain ; he did hear 
That sound the first amid the festival, 
And caught its tone with death's prophetic ear ; 
And when they smiled because he deemed it near, 
Hu heart more truly knew that peal too well 
Which stretched his father on a bloody bier, 
And roused the vengeance blood alone would quell ! 
Bb Tutbed into the field, and, foremost fighting, ralL 
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Ah I then and there was hurrying to and fro. 
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress. 
And cheeks mi pale, which but an hour ago — 
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness ; 
And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne*er might be repeated ; who could guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyea^ 
Since upon nights so sweet such awful mom could rise t 



And there wbs mounting in hot haste : the steed. 
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car. 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed. 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war ; 
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar ; 
And near the beat of the alarming drum. 
Roused up the soldier ere the morning star; 
"While thronged the citizens with terror dumb, 
Or whispering, with white lips — •• The foe ! They come, 
they come !^ 
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And wild and high the ** Cameron s gathering'* rose ! 
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn's hills 
Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes:— 
How in tlie noon of night that pibroch thrills, 
Savngc and shrill ! But with the breath which fills 
Their mountnin-pipe, so fill the mountaineers 
With the fierce native daring which instils 
The stirring memory of a thousand years. 
And Evans, Donald's fame rings in each clansman's ears I 
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And Aidennet waves above them her green leaves, 
Dewy with nature's tear-drops, as they pass. 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e*er grieves. 
Over the unretuming brave, — alas ! 
Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow. 
In its next verdure, when this fierj mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe. 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low. 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life. 
Last eve in beauty's circle proudly gay. 
The midnight brought the signal sound of strife. 
The mom the marshalling in arms, — the day 
Battle's magui6cently stern array ! 
The thunder-clouds close o'er it, which when rent, 
The earth is covered thick with other clay. 
Which her own clay shall cover, heaped and pent. 
Rider and horse, — friend, foe, — ^in one red burial blent I 



DRACHENFELLS. 

The castled crag of Drachenfells 
Frowns o'er the wide and winding Rhine, 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine, 
And hills all rich with blossomed trees, 
And fields which promise corn and wine. 
And scattered cities crowning these, 
Whose far white walls along them shine. 
Have strewed a scene, which I should see 
With double joy wert thou with me ! 
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And peasant girls, with deep blue eyest 
And hands which offer yearly flowers. 
Walk smiling o*er this paradise ; 
Above, the frequent feudal towers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray. 
And many a rock which steeply lowers, 
And noble aroh in proud decay, 
Look o*er this vale of vintage borders ; 
But one thing want these banks of Rhine, 
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine. 

I send the lilies given to me ; 
Though long before thy hand they touch, 
I know that they must withered be. 
But yet reject them not as such ; 
For I have cherished tliem as dear, 
Hecnuse they yet may meet thine eye, 
And guide thy soul to mine ev*n here. 
When thou beholdst them drooping nigh, 
And knowest them gathered by the Rhine, 
And offered from my heart to thine ! 

The river nobly foams and flows. 

The charm of this enchanted ground. 

And all its thousand turns disclose 

Some fresiier beauty varying round ; 

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound 

Through life to dwell delighted here ; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found 

To nature and to me so dear, 

Could thy dear eyes in following mine 

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine. 
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AN ALPOfl trORIL 



The ikj is changed !— and such a change I Oh night. 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong, 
Tet loyelj in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman ! Far along, 
From peak to peak, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the Htc thunder ! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue, 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud. 
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud I 

And this is in the uiffht : — Most glorious night I 
Thou wert not sent tor slumber ! let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,^ 
A portion of the tempest and of thee ! 
How the lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea. 
And the big rain comes daucing to the earth ! 
And now again 'tis black, — «nd now, the glee 
Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain-mirth. 
As if they did rejoice o'er a young earthquake's birth. 

Now where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between 
Heights which appear as lovers who have parted 
In hate, whose mining depths so intervene, 
That they can meet no more, though broken-hearted ; 
Though in their souls, which thus each other thwarted, 
Love was the very root of the fond roge 
Which blighted theirlife's bloom, and then departed:— 
Itself expired, but leaving them nn ago 
Of years all winters,-— war within themselves to wage* 
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Now, where the quick Rhone thus has cleft his waj. 
The mightiest of the storms haCh ta'eo his stand : 
For here, not one, but many, make their plaj, 
And fling their thunder*bolts from hand to band, 
Flashing and cast around : of all the band, 
The brightest through these parted hills hath fbikad 
His lightnings,— as if he did undeistand, 
That in such gaps as dasolatioa worked. 
There the hot shut should blast wbaterer therein lurkod. 

Skvi mountains, riTers, winds, lake, lightnings ! je ! 
With night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul 
To make these felt and feeling, well may be 
Things that haye made me watchful ; the far roll 
Of your departing voicest is the knoll 
Of what in me is sleepless, — if I rest 
But where of ye, oh tempests I is the goal t 
Are ye like those within the human breast Y 
Or do ye ^nd, at length, like eagles, some high nest 



FAREWSLL TO ENGLAND. 



^^ Adiru, adieu ! my native shore 

Fades o*er the waters blue ; 
The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar 

And shrieks the wild seamew. 
Yon Sun that sets upon he sea 

We follow in his flight ; 
Farewell awhile to him and thee. 

My native Land-^-Good night I 
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** A few short hours and He wifl rise 

To give the morrow birth ; 
And I shall hail the main and skies, 

Bot not my mother earth. 
Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate ; 
Wild weeds are gathering on the wall ; 

Mj dog howls at the gate. 
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** And now I*m in the world alone« 

Upon the wide, wide sea : 
But why should I for others groan, 

When none will sigh for me 7 
Perchance my dog will whine in vain, 

Till fed bj stranger hands ; 
But long ere I come back again, 

HeM tear me where he stands. 

•* Witli thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go 

Athwart the foaming brine ; 
Nor care what land thou bear'st me to, 

So not again to mine. 
Welcome, welcome ye dark-blue waves! 

And when you fail my sight. 
Welcome, ye deserts, and vc ca>es ! 

My native Land— Good Night !** 

29 
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AN ITALIAN SlIN«Fn 



The luoon is up and yet it is nut night—- 
Sunset divides the sky with her — a sen 
Of glory streams along the Alpine height 
Of blue Friuli*s mountains ; Heaven is free 
From clouds, hut of all colours seems to he 
Melted to one vast Iris r»f the West," 
Where the day joins the past eternity ; 
While, on thi' other hauti, meek Dian's crest 
Floats through tlu- a/iiri.* air — an inland of the blest! 

A single tJlar is at Ikt side, and iviijns 
With her o%r lialfili- lovrly hfavcn ; hut still 
Yon sunny sea lnaxrs hrlLrii'ly, and remains 
Rolled oVr the ])eak ot'ilh* tar Hhrrtian hill, 
As day aiijl nitrlit co?it»nding were, until 
Nature reclaimed her ordtT : — irentiv Hows 
The deep-dyed Urenta, where their hues instil 
The odorous purnh^ of a iiew-horn rose, 
Which streams upon her stream, and glassed within it 
glows, 

Filled wiih the face of luaven, which, from afar, 
Conies down upon the waters ; all its hues, 
From the rich sunset to tin; rising star, 
Their magical variety diffuse: 
And now ihoy change ; a paler shadow strews 
Its mantle o'er the mountains ; parting day 
Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang imbues 
With a new colour as it gasps away 
Tie last still loveliest, till — 'tis gone — and all is graj 
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TIIE OCEAN. 

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean — roll ! 
Ten thousand fleets sweep oVer thee in vain ; 
Man marks the earth with ruin — his control 
Stops with the shore ; — upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man's ravage, save his own. 
When, for a moment, like a drop ofniin, 
lie sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan. 
Without a grave, unknclled, uncoiiined, and unknown 

The armaments which tliunderstrike the walls 

« 

Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake. 
And monarchs tremble in their capitals. 
The oak leviatlmns^, whoiie hu<re ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war ; 
These are thy toys, and iis the snowy flake, 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada's pride, or t^poiln of Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, (Greece, Rome, Carthage, where are they 1 
Thy waters wasted them while they were free, 
And many a tyrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to d(st;rts: — not so thou. 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves' play 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine; azure brow — 
Such nf creation's <lawn beluL!, tin mi rolle:jt now. 



h 
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MODERN GREECE. 



He who hath bent him o*er the dead 

Ere the first day of death i»vfled, 

The first dark day of nothingness, 

The last of danger and distress, 

(Before decay *8 effacing fingers 

Have swept the line where beauty lingers,) 

And marked the mild angelic air. 

The rupture of repose that's there, 

The fixed yet tender truits that streak 

The languor of the placid cheek, 

And — but for that sad shrouded eye. 

That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now, 

And but for that chill changeless brow, 

Where cold Obstruction's apathy 

Appals the gazing mourner's heart. 

As if to him it would impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ; 

Yes, but for these and these alone. 

Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour, 

lie still might doubt the tyrant's power ; 

So fair, so calm, so softly sealed. 

The first, last look by death revealed ! 

Such is the aspect of this shore ; 

'Tis Greece, but living Greece no more ! 

So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 

We start, for soul is wanting there. 

Her's is the loveliness in death. 

That parts not quite with parting breath ; 
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But beaatj with that fearful bloom, 
That line which haunts it to the tomb. 
Expression's last receding ray, 
A gilded halo hovering round decay, 
The farewell beam of Feelins past away ! 
Spark of that flame, perchance of heavenly birth, 
Which gleams, but warms no more its cherished earth 



SOLITUDE. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o\'r flood and fell, 
To slowly trace tlie forest's sliady scene, 
Where things that own not man's dominion dwtU, 
And mortal foot hatli ne'er, or rarely been ; 
To climb the trackless mountain all unseen. 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold ; 
Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; 
This is not solitude ; 'tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature's charms, and view her stores 
unrolled. 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men, 
To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess, 
And roam along, the world's tired denizen, 
With none who bless us, none whom we can bless ,* 
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress ! 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued. 
If we were not, would seem to smile the less 
Of all that flattered, followed, sought, and sued ; 
*Tis to be ulone ; this, this is solitude 1 

29» 
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TO INEZ 


Najf smile not tit my Mll«a brow^ 

Mm 1 I cannot smile agaki ; 
Yet heaven avert that ever thou 

Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain* 


And dost thou nsk, what secret wo 
1 bear, corroding joy and youth t 

And wih thou vainly seek to know 

A pang, cv'n thou must fail to soothe t 


It is not love, it is not hate. 

Nor low Ambition's honours lost, 


That bids me loathe my present state, 
And fly from all 1 prized the most: 


It is that weariness) which springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see ; 

To me no pleasure Beauty brings ; 

Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me. 


If *« that settled, ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore ; 

That will not look bevond the tomb. 
But cannot hope for rest before. 


« .J 
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What Exile from himself can flee t 

To Zones, though more and moie remote, 
Still, still pursues, wherever I he. 
The blight of life—the demon thought. 

Fet others rapt in i^easure seem. 

And taste of all that I forsake ; 
Oh ! maj thej still of transport dream. 

And ne'er, at least like me, awake ! 

Through manj a clime 'tis mine to go. 
With manj a retrospection curst ; 

And all mj solace b to know. 

Whatever betides, I've known the worst 

What is that worst t Naj do not ask — 
In pity from the search forbear: 

Smile on— «or venture to unmask 
Man's heart, and view the hell that's there. 
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REMORSE. 



The spirits I Iiuve raised abandon me— 
The spells which I have studied baffle me — 
'j*he remedy I recked of tortured me ; 
I lean no more on super-human aid, 
It hath no power upon the past, and for 
The future, till the past bu gulfed in darkdesa. 
It is not of my search. — My mother earth ? 
\nd thou, fresh breaking day, and you, ye mouutninn, 
Why aro ye beautiful ? I cannot love yv. 
And thou, llie briulit vyc of liie universe, 
Thou openest over all, mikI unto all 
\ rl a delijiht — thou shinVt not on iny heart. 
And you, ye crag;?, upon whose extreme edge 
I stand, and on the torrent's brink beneath 
1!( hold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs 
la dizziness of distance ; when a leap, 
A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring 
JMv breast uiM)n its rocky bosom's bed 
To rest f<»rever — wherefore do I pause ? 
I feel the impulse — yet I do not plunge ; 
I >< c the peril — yet do not recede ; 
And my brain reels — and yet my foot is firm : 
'lliere is a |>o\ver upon mc, which withholds. 
Ami makes it my fatality to live ; 
ir it be life to wear within myself 
This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
IMy own soul's se]>ulchre, for I have ceased 
To justify my deeds unto myself— 
The last infirmity of evil. Aye, 
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TLlu winged and clotid-clcaving minister, 

Whose Imppy flight is highest into henrcn, 

Well may'st thou swoop so near me — I should be 

Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets ; thou art gone 

Where the eye cannot follow thee ; but thine 

Tet pierces downward, onward, or above 

With a pervading vision. — Beautiful ! 

How beautiful is all this visible world ! 

How glorious in its action and itself! 

Bat we, who name ourselves its sovereigns , we, 

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 

To sink or soar, with our mixed essence make 

A conflict of its elements, and breathe 

The breath of degradation and of pride. 

Contending with low wants and lofty will 

Till our mortality predominates. 

And men are — what they name not to themselves, 

And trust not to each other. Hark ! the note. 

The natural music of the mountain reed — 

For here the patriarchal days are not 

A pastoral Cible — pipes in the liberal air. 

Mixed with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd ; 

Hy soul would drink those echoes. — Oh, that I were 

The viewless spirit of a lovely sound, 

A living voice, a breathing harmony, 

A bodiless enjoyment — born and dying 

With the blest tone that made me ! 
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DARKNESS. 

I had a dream, which was hoc an a dream. 
The bright sun was extinguished, and the stan 
Did wander darkling in the eternal space, 
Rajless, and pathless, and the icy earth 
Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air ; 
Morn came, and went — and cnnie, and brought nodaj. 
And men forgot their passions in the dread 
Of this their desolation ; and nil hearts 
Were chilled into a selfish prayer for light : 
And they did live by watclifires — and the thrones, 
The palaces of crowned kings — the huts, 
The habitations of all things which dwell, 
Were burnt for beacons ; cities were consumed. 
And men were gathered round their blazing homes 
To look once more into each other's face ; 
Happy were those who dwelt within the eye 
Of the volcanoes, and their mountain torch : 
A fearful hope was all the world contained ; 
Forests were set on fire — but hour by hour 
They fell and faded — and the crackling trunks 
FiXtiniruished with a crash — and all was black. 
The brows of men by the despairing light 
\V'()re an unearthly aspect, ns by fits 
The flashes fell upon them ; some lay down 
And hid their eyes and wept; and some did rest 
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smiled ; 
And others hurried to and fro, and fed 
Their funeral piles with fuel, and looked up 
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With mad disquietude on the dull skj, 

The pall of a past world ; and then again 

With ca»e8 cast them down upon the dust, [shrieked. 

And gnashed their teeth and howled : the wild birds 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground, 

And flap their useless wings ; the wildest brutes 

Came tame and tremulous ; and vipers crawled 

And twined themselves among the multitude. 

Hissing, but stingless — ^they were slain for food v 

And war, which for a moment was no more. 

Did glut himself again ; — a meal was bought 

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart 

Gorging himself in gloom : no love was left ; 

All earth was but one thought — and that was death, 

Immediate and inglorious ; and the pang 

Of famine fed upon all entrails — men 

Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh ; 

The meagre by the meagre were devoured, 

Even dogs assailed their masters, all save one. 

And he was faithful to a corse, and kept 

The birds and beasts and faniislied men at bay. 

Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead 

Lured their lank jaws ; himself sought out no food« 

But with a piteous and perpetual moan, 

And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand 

Which answered not with a caress — he died. 

The crowd was famished by degrees ; but two 

Of an enormous city did survive, 

And they were enemies ; they met beside 

The dying embers of an altar-place, 

Where had been heaped a mass of holy things 
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For nil imlitily usage ; they raked up, 

And shivering, scraped with their cold skeleton hands 

The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath 

Blew for a little life, and made a flnme 

Which was a mockerj ; then they lifted up 

Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld 

Each other's aspects — saw, and shrieked, and died — 

Even of their mutual hideousness they died. 

Unknowing who he was upon whose brow 

Famine had written Fiend. I'he world was void. 

The populous and the powerful was a lump, 

Seasonless, herbless, treeless, nianless, lifeletis — 

A lump of death — a chaos of hard clay. 

The rivers, lakes, and ocean, all stood still. 

And nothing stirred within their silent depths ; 

Ships suilorless, lay rotting on the sen. 

And their masts fell down ))iecemeal ; as they dropped 

They slept on the abyss without a surge — 

The waves were dead ; the tides were in their grave, 

The moon their mistress had expired before ; 

The winds were withered in the stagnant air. 

And the clouds perished ; Darkness had no need 

Of aid from them — She was the universe. 
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THX DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB. 

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold. 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
When the bine wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green. 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen: 
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown. 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strewn. 

For the angel of Death spread his wings on the blast, 
And breathed on the face of the foe as he passed ; 
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill. 
And their hearts but once beared, and for ever grew still 1 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide, 
But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride : 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail ; 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone. 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur are laid in their wail. 
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword. 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord I 

30 * 
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THE EAST. 



Know je the land where the cypress and mjitle 

Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime. 
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle. 

Now melt into sofrow, now madden to crime t 
Know ye the land of the cednr and vine, 
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine ; 
Where ftie light wings ofZepbyr,oppressed with perfumCi 
Wax faint o'er the gardeng of Gul in her bloom ; 
Where the citron and olivn are fairest of fruit, 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mute ; 
Where the tints of the earth, and the hucj of the skj. 
In colour though varied, in bennty may vie. 
And the purple of ocean is deepest in die ; 
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twioe, 
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine 1 
'Tisthe clime of the East ; 'lis the land of the Sun — 
Can he smile on such deeds as \h< children have donet 
Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell. 
Are the hearts which they bear, and the tales which 
they tell. 
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LTRIC TER8V« 



The Isles of Greece, the Isles of Greece ! 

Where burning Sappho lored and svogy 
Where grew tlie arts of war and peace — 

Where Dcloa rose, and Plioebus sprung ^ 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 
But all, except their sun, is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse, 
The hero's harp, the lover's lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse ; 
Their place of birth alone is mute 

To sounds which echo further west 

Than your sires' * Islands of the Blest.' 

The mountains look on Marathon — 
And Marathon looks on the sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dreamt that Greece i.i.^.it still bo free ; 

For, standing on the Persians' i;rave, 

I could not deem myself a slave, 

A king sate on tne rocKy brow, 

Which looks o'er sea-born Salamis ; 

And ships by thousands lay below, 
And men in nations ; all were his ! 

He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set, where were they t 
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And where are they 1 and where art thou. 
My country t On thy voiceless shore 

The heroic lay is tunelesn now — 
The heroic hosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into hands like mine 1 



*Ti8 something, in the dearth of fame. 
Though linked among a fettered race, 

To feel at least a patriot's shame, 
Even as I sing suflfuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here 1 

For Greeks p. blush — for Greece a tear. 



Must we but weep o'er days more blest t 
Must we but blush 1 — Our fathers bled. 

Earth ! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but three. 

To make a new Thermopylte ! 



What, silent 8till ? and silent all ? 

Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent's fall, 

And answer, *' Let one living head,— 
But one arise — we come, we come !*' 
*Tis but the living who are dumb. 
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In Tain — ^in ybiq : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine I 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes. 

And shed the blood of Scions vine ! 
Hark ! rising to the ignoble call — 
How answers each bold bacchanal ! 



Tou have the Pyrrhic dance as yet. 
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gonet 

Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one ! 

Tou hare the letters Cadmus gave — 

Think you he meant them for a slave ? 



Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these* 
It made Anacreon's song divine : 

He served — but served Polycrates — 
A tyrant : but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 



The tyrant of the Chersonese 

Was freedom *s best and bravest friend * 
That tyrant wns Miltiades ! 

Oh ! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind ! 
Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

80* 
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Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On Suli*8 rock and Parga's shore. 
Exists the reiBttanC of a liDe 

Such as the I>oric mothers bore ; 
And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 
«The Heracleidan blood might own. 



Trust not for freedom to the Franks— 
They hare a king^wiio bujs and sells ; 

In native swords, and native ranks. 
The only hope of courage dwells: 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud, 

Would break your shield, however broad* 



Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade 
I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid. 
My own the burning tear-drop laves. 
To think such breasts must suckle siaves. 



Place me on Sunium^s marbled steep- 
Where nothing save the waves and I, 

May hear >ur mutual murmurs sweep ; 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die : 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine — 

Dash down jron cop of Samian wine 1 
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FROM "ISABEL * 



Fair Isabel, poor simple Isabel ! 

Lorenzo, a young palmer in love's eye ! 
They could not in the self-same mansion dwell 

Without some stir of heart, some malady ; 
They could not sit at meals but feel how well 

It soothed each to be the other by ; 
They could not, sure, beneath the same roof sleep 
But to each other dream, and nightly weep. 

With every mom their love grew tenderer, 
With every eve deeper and tenderer still ; 

He miffht not in house, field, or garden stir. 
But her full shape would all his seeing fill ; 

And his continual voice was pleasanter 
To her, than noise of trees or hidden rill ; 

Her lute-string gave an echo of his name. 

She spoilt her half-done broidery with the same. 
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He knew whose gentle hand was at the latch. 
Before the door had given her to his eyes ; 

And from her chamber-window he would catch 
Her beauty farther than tlie falcon spies ; 

And constant as her vespers would he watch. 
Because her face was turned to the same skies ; 

And with sick longing all the night outwear, 

To hear her morning step upon the stair. 



With her two brothers this fair lady dwelt, 
Enriched from ancestral merchandize, 

And for them many a weary hand did swelt 
In torched mines and noisy factories, 

And many once proud-quivered loins did melt 
In blood from stinging-wliip — with hollow eyes; 

Many all day in dazzlin«j river stood, 

To take the ricii-ored driftinffs of the flood. 

For them the Cevlon diver held his breath. 
And went all naked to the Inuiirry shark ; 

For them his ears gushed blooil ; for them in death 
The seal on the cold ice with piteous bark 

Lay full of darts : for them alone did seethe 
A thousand men in troubles wide and dark : 

Half-ignorant, they turned an easy wheel. 

That set sharp racks at work, to pinch and peel 
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In the mid-days of Autumn, on their eyes 

The breath of Winter comes from far away. 
And the sick west continually bereaves 
* Of some gold tinge, and plays n roundelay 
Of death among the bushes and the leases. 

To make all bare before he dares to stray 
From his north cavern. So sweet Isabel 
By gradual decay from beauty fell, 

Because Lorenzo came not. Oftentimes 

She asked her brothers, with an eye all pale, 
Striving to be itself, what dungeon climes 

Could keep him off so longt They spake a tale 
Tim^. after time, to quiet her. Their crimes 

Game on them, like a smoke from Hinnom^s vale ; 
And every night in dreams they groaned aloud, 

To see their sister in her snowy shroud. 



TO AUTUMN. 

Season of mist and mellow fruittulness. 

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ; 
Conspiring wiih him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves ran ; 
To bend with apples the mossed cottage-trees. 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more. 

And still more, later flowers for the bees. 
Until they- think warm days will never cease. 
For Summer has o'er-brimraed their clammy celli. 
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Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store t 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad maj find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind ; * 

Or in a half-reaped furrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy he ok 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers : 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 

Steady thy laden head across a brook ; 

Or by a cider press, with patient look. 
Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 

Where are the songs of Spring ? Aye, where are they ? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,— 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day. 

And touch the stuhhie-plains with rosy hue ; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 

Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the liijlit wind lives or dies ; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn ; 

Hedge- crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The red-breast whistles from a garden -croft ; 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
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TO THE N10I1TING4LB. 



My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
Mj sense, as though of hemlock f had drunk. 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
One minute past, and Lethe- wards had sunk : 

not through envy of thy happy lot, 
But being too happy in thine happiness, — 
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees. 

In sonde melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 



O, for a draught of vintage ! that hath been 
Cooled a long age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country green. 

Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt mirth I 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
Full of the true, the blushful Uippocrene, 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim. 
And purple-stained mouth ; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim : 
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Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
What thou among the leaves hust never known, 

The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan. 

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs. 

Where youth grows pale, and spectre thin, and dies ; 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 

And leaden-eyed despairs, 
WViere beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes. 
Or new love pine at them beyond to-morrow 

Away ! awtiy ! for I will fly to thee, 

Not charioted by Bacchus ond his pards. 

But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 

Already with thee ! tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-moon is on her throne, 
Clustered around by all her starry fays ; 
But here there is no light, 

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 

Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs. 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 

Wherewith the seasonable month endows 

The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ; * 
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 

Fast fading violets covered up in leaves ; 
And mid-May*8 eldest child. 
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine. 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eTea« 
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Darkling I Ksten ; and, for man/ a time 

I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Caird him soft names in many a mused rhyme. 

To take into the air my quiet breath ; 
Now more than e?er seems it rich to die, 
To cease upon the midnight witli no pain, 

While thou art pouring fortli thy soul abroad 
In such ^u ecstasy ! 
Still would*8t thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 

To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird ! 

No hungry generations tread thee down ; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 

In ancient days by emperor and clown : 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the snd heart of Ruth, when, sick forborne, 

She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 
The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed mngic casements, opening on the foam 

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn, 

Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu ! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is famed to do, deceiving elf. 

• Adieu ! adieu ! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream^ 
Up the hill side ; and now *tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades : 
Was it a vision, or a waking dream 1 

Fled is that music : — Do I wake or sleep ! 

31 
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ROBfN HOOD. 



No ! those days are gone away. 
And their hours are old and gray« 
And their minutes buried all 
Under the down-trodden pall 
Of the leases for many years ; 
Many times have winter's shears. 
Frozen North and chilling East, 
Sounded tempest:^, to the feast 
Of the forest's whispering fleeces, 
Since men knew nor rent nor leases^ 

No, the bugle sounds no more, 
And the twanging bow no more ; 
Silent is the ivory shrill 
Past the heath and up the hill , 
There is no mid-forest laugh, 
Whtre lone echo gives the half 
To 9oine wight, amazed to hear 
Jesting, deep in forest drear. 

On the fairest time of June 
You may go, with sun or moon, 
Or the seven stars to light you. 
Or the polar ray to right you, 
But you never may behold 
Little John, or Robin bold ; 
Never one, of all the clun. 
Thrumming on an empty can 
Some old hunting ditty, while 
lie doth his green way beguile 
To fair iiostess Merriment, 
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Down beside the pasture Trent ; 
For he left the merry tale 
Messenger for spicy ale. 

Gone, the merry morris din ; 
Gone, the song of Gamelyn ; 
Goqe, the tough-belted outlaw 
Idling in the ** gren^ shnw ;** 
All are gone nwny and past ! 
And if Robin should be cast 
Sudden from his turfed grave. 
And if Marian should have 
Once again her forest days. 
She would weep, and he would craze : 
He would swear, for all his oaks, 
Fallen beneath his dockyard strokes. 
Have rotted on the briny seas \ 
She would weep that her wild bees 
Sang not to her — Strange ! that honey 
Can*t be got without hard money ! 

So it is : yet let us sing, 
Honour to the old bow string ! 
Honour to the bugle horn ! 
Honour to the woods unshorn ! 
Honour to the Lincoln green * 
Honour to the archer keen ! 
Honour to bold Robin Hood, 
Sleeping in the underwood ! 
{ Honour to mnid Mnrinn, 

And to nil the Shenvnod-clnn ! 
Though thrir d:iys Unvo hurried hr 
Ijet us two n biirdm tn'. 
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FROM "HYPBRION.* 



Deep ill the shady sadness of a vale 
Far sunken from th^ healthy breath of mom. 
Far from the fiery noon, and eve's one star. 
Sat gray-hnired Saturn, quiet as a stone, 
Still ns the silence round about his lair ; 
Forest on forest hung about his head 
Like cloud on cloud. No stir of air was there. 
Not so niucli of life as on a summer's day 
Robs not one lii^iit seed from the feathered grass. 
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest. 
A stream went voiceless by, still deadened more 
By reason of his fallen divinity 
Spreading a shade : the Naiad 'mid her reeds 
Pressed her cold fniger closer to her iips. . 

Along the margin-sand large fo(»t-marks went, 
No further than to where his feet had strayed, 
And slept there since. Upon the sodden ground 
His old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead, 
Unsceptered ; and his realmless eyes were closed ; 
While his bowed head seemed listening to the earth. 
His ancient mother, for some comfort yet. 

It seemed no force could wake him from his place , 
But there came one, who with a kindred hand 
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Touched his wide shoalders, after bending low 
With reference, though to one who knew it not. 
She was a Goddess of the infant world ; 
Bj her in stature the tall Amazon 
Had stood a pigmy's height : she would have ta'en 
Achilles bj the hair and bent his neck ; 
Or with a finger stayed Ixion*8 wheel. 
Her face was large as that of Meraphian sphinx* 
Pedestaled haply in a palace court. 
When sages looked to Egypt for their lore 
But oh ! how unlike marble was that face : 
How beautiful, if sorrow had not made 
Sorrow more beautifu] than beauty's self. 
There was a listening fear in her regard. 
As if calamity had but begun ; 
As if theyanward clouds of evil days 
Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear. 
Was with its stored thunder labouring up. 
One hand she pressed upon that achmg spot 
Where beats the human heart, as if just there, 
Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain : 
The other upon Saturn's bended neck 
She laid, and to the level of his ear 
Leaning with parted lips, some words she spake 
In solemn tenor and deep organ tone : 
Some mourning words, which in our feeble tongue 
Would come in these like accents ; O how frail 
To that large utterance of tlie early Gods ! 
** Saturn, look up ! — though wherefore, poor old Kingt 
** I have no comfort for thee, no not one : 
•• I cannot say, * O wherefore sleepest thou t* 
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** For heaveu is parted from tliec, aud the earth 
** Koowa thee not, thus afflicted, for a God ; 
** And ocean too, with nil its solemn noise, 
*' Has from tliy sceptre passed ; and all the air 
** Is emptied of thine hoary majesty. 
** Thy thunder, conscious of the new command, 
** Rumbles reluctant oVr our fallen house ; 
** And thy sharp lightning in unpractised hands 
** Scorches and burns our once serene domain. 
* O aching time ! O moments big as years ! 
** All as ye pass swell out the monstrous truth, 
" And press it so upon onr weary priefs 
•• That unbelief has not a space to breathe. 
" Saturn, sleep on : — O thoutjhtless, why did I 
" Thus violate thy slumbrous Holitude T 
•* Why should I ope thy melancholy eyes ? 
*• Saturn, sleep on ! while at thy feet I weep,*' 

As when, upon a tranced summer-night, 
Those green-robed senators of mighty woods. 
Tall oaKs, branch-charmed by the earnest stars* 
Dream, and so dream all night without a stir, 
Save from one gradual solitary gust 
Which comes upon the silence, and dies off. 
As if the ebbing air had but one wa?e ; 
So came these words and went ; the while in tean 
She touched her fair large forehead to the ground. 
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It was Hyperion : — a granite peak ' 

Bia bright feet touched, and there he staid to view 

The misery his brilliance had betrayed 

To the most hateful seeing of itselL 

Golden his hair of short iNumidian curl. 

Regal his shape majestic, a vast shade 

In midst of his own brightness, like the bulk 

Of Memnon*s image at the set of sun 

To one who travels firom the dusking East : 

Sighs, too, as mournful as that Memnon*s harp 

He uttered, while his hands conteroplatife 

He pressed together, and in silence stood. 
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FROM "THE FALL OF JBRUSALBM." 

Oh Thou ! thou who canst melt the heart ot 8tODe« 
And make the desert of the cruel breast 
A paradise of soft and gentle thoughts ! 
A h ! will it ever be, that thou wilt visit 
The darkness of my father*s soul t Thou knowest 
III what strong bondage zeal and ancient faith, 
Tassion and stubborn Custom, and fierce Pride, 
i liild the heart of man. Thou knowest. Merciful I 
Til at knowest all things, and dost ever turn 

liiM' eye of pity on our guilty nature : 
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For thou wert born of woman ! thou didft oome 
Oh Holiest ! to this world of sin and glooiOy 
Not in thj dread omnipotent array ; 
And not bj thunders strewed 
Was thy tempestuous road ; 
Nor indignation burnt before thee on thy way. 
But thee, a soft and naked child, 

Thy mother undefiled. 
In the rude manger laid to rest 
From off her virgin breast. 

The heavens were not commanded to prepare 
A gorgeous canopy of golden air ; 
Nor stooped their lamps th* enthroned fires on hi|^ : 
A single silent star 
Come wandering from afar, 
Gliding unchecked and calm along the liquid sky ; 
The Eastern sages leading on 

As at a kingly throne. 
To lay their gold and odours sweet 
Before thy infant feet. 

The earth and ocean were not hushed to hear 
Bright harmony from every starry sphere ; 
Nor at thy presence brake the voice of song 
From all the cherub choirs, 
And seraph's burning lyres [alonir. 

Poured through the host of heaven the ch&rmed cloodb 
One angel troop the strain began. 

Of all the race of man 
By simple shepherds heard alone. 
That soft Hosanna's tone. 
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And when tnou didst depart, no car of flame 
To bear tbee hence in lambent radiance came ; 
Nor vifiible Angels mourned with drooping plumes : 
Nor didst thou mount on high 
From fatal Calvary [tombs 

With all thine own redeemed outbursting firom then 
For thou didst bear awaj from earth 

But one of human biith, 
The dying felon by thy side, to be 
In paradise with thee. 

Nor o*er thy cross the clouds of vengeance brake | 
A little while the conscious earth did shake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children done ; 
A few dim hours of day 
The world in darkness lay ; 
Then basked in bright repose beneath tlie cloudless Bun« 
While thou didst sleep beneath the tomb, 

Consenting to thy doom ; 
Ere yet the white robed Angel shone 
Upon the sealed stone. 

And when thou didst arise, thou didst not stand 
With devastation in thy red right hand, 
Plaguing the guilty city*s murtherous crew ; 
But thou didst haste to meet 
Thy mother^s coming feet, 
And bear the words of peace unto the faithful few. 
Then calmly, slowly didst thou rise 

Into thy native skies ; 
Thy human form dissolved on high 
In itfi own radiancy. 
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PEOM *«THB MARTYR >jf ANTIOCH.** 
PABIirS. 

Cease, Calanthias, cease ; 
And thou, Gharinus. Oh, my brethren, God 
Will summon those whom he hath chosen, to ill 
In garments dyed with their own blood around 
' The Lamb in Heaven ; but it becomes not man 
To affect with haughty and aspiring violence 
The loftiest thrones, ambitious for his own. 
And not hb Master's glory. Every star 
Is not a sun, nor every Christian soul 
Wrapt to a seraph. But for thee, Calanthias, 
Tliou know*st not whether even this night sha'. 
The impatient vengeance of the Lord, or rest 
Myriads of human years. For what are they. 
What are our ages, but a few brief waves 
From the vast ocean of eternity, 
That break upon the shore of this our world. 
And so ebb back into the immense profound. 
Which He on high, even at one instant, sweeps 
With his omniscient siglit. 

Beloved brethren. 
And ye, our sisters, hold we all prepared, 
Lik'^ him beside whose hallowed grave we s^'ind. 
To give the last and awful testimony 
To Christ our Lord. Yet t-smpt net to our mntder 
The yet unbloody h^nds of loen. 

Thc7 come ) 
Pale hghts -Are ^leoMin^ th^^ugh the d*xtliy night. 
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And hurrjing feet nrc trampling to and fro. 
Dispenie--disper8c, my brethren, to jour homes 1— 
Sweet Marganta, in the Hermitage 
Bj clear <^onte8, where so oh we*ve met, 
ThouMt find me still. God's blessing wait on all I 
Farewell! we meet, if not on earth, in heaven. 



CALLIAS. 

And jet she stands unblasted ! In thj mercj 
Thou dost remember aU mj faithful vows, 
Hjperion ! and suspend the fierj shaft 
That quivers on thj string. Ah, not on her, 
This innocent, wreck thy fury ! I will search, 
And thou wilt lend me light, although they shroud 
In deepest Orcus. I will pluck them forth. 
And ^et them up a mark for all thy wrath ; 
Those that beguiled to this unholy madness 
My pure and blameless child. Shine forth, shine forth 
Apollo, and we'll have our full revenge. 
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'Tis over now — and oh, I bless thee. Lord, 
For making me thus desolate below ; 
For severing one by one the ties thot bind me 
To this cold world, for whither can earth's outcasts 
Fly but to heaven t 

Yet is no waj but this. 
None but to steep my father's lingering days 
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In bitterness T Thou knowest, graeiqnt Lord 
Of mercy, bow he loves me, how be loved me 
From the £rst moment that my eyes were opened 
Upon the light of daj and him. At least, 
If thou must smite him, smite him in thy roen^. 
He loves me as the life-blood of bis heart, 
Hwlofve tarpesses everj love but thine : 

For thov didst die for me, oh Son of God i 

By thee the throbbing flesh of man was worn ; 
Th J nuked feet the thorn of sorrow trod ; 
And tempests beat thy houseless head foriorn 
Thou, that wert wont to stand 
Alone, on God's right hand, 
Before the ages were, the Eternal, eldest born. 

Thy birthright in the world was pain and grief, 

Thy love s return ingratitude and hate ; 
The limbs thou healed^t brought thee no relief, 
The eyes thou opened'st calmly viewed thy fate ; 
Thou, that wert wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell. 
Nor heart conceive the bliss of thy celestial state* 

They dragged thee to the Roman's solemn Hall, 

Where the proud Judge in purple splendour sate ; 
Thou stood'st a meek and patient criminal, 
Thy doom of death from human lips to wait ; 
Whose throne shall be the world 
In final ruin hurled, 
Wkfa all mankind to hear their everlasting fate. 
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Thou well alone in that fierce multitude, - 

When ** Crucify him !'* yelled the general shoot i 
No hand to guard thee mid those insults rude. 
Nor lip to bless in all that frantic rout ; 
Whose lightest whispered word 
The Seraphim had heard, 
And adamantine arms from all the heavens broke 

Thej bound thy temples with the twisted thorn. 

Thy bruised feet went languid on with pain ; 
The blood, from all thy flesh with scourges torn. 
Deepened thy robe of mockery*8 crimson grain ; 
Whose native vesture bright 
Was the unapproached light, 
The sandal of whose foot the rapid hurricane. 
» 

They smote thy cheek with many a ruthless palm, 

With the cold spear thy shuddering side they pierced ; 
The draught of bitterest gall was all the balm 

They gave, t'enhance thy unslaked, burning thirst : 
Thou, at whose words of peace 
Did pain and anguish cease, 
And the long buried dead their bonds of slumber burst- 
Low bowed thy head convulsed, and, drooped in death* 

Thy voice sent forth a sad and wailing cry; 
Slow struggled from thy breast the parting breath. 
And every limb was wrung with agony. 
That head, whose veilless blaze 
Filled angels with amaze, 
When at that voice sprang forth the rolling suns or 
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And thou wert laid within the narrow tomb, 

Thy clay-cold liuibs with shrouding grave-clothes 

[bound 
The sealed stone confirmed thy mortal doom, 

Lone watchmen walked thy desert burial ground, 
Whom heaven could not contain, 
Nor th' immeasurable plain 
Of vast Infinity inclose or circle round. 

For us, for us, thou didst endure the pain, 

And thy meek spirit bowed itself to shame, 
To wash our souls from sin's infecting stain, 
T* avert the Fathf>r*8 wrathful vengeance flame: 
Thou, that oould'st nothing win 
By saving worlds from sin. 
Nor SLUg-i* ^^^'^r/ ^^^ ^'> ^liv all-glorious name. 
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FROM •'BBL8BAZZAB." 



HTint. 



Oh, thou that wi]t not break the bruised reed. 
Nor heap fresh ashes on the inoumer*s brow. 

Nor rend anew the wounds that inlj bleed, 
The onlj balm of our afflictions thou, 

Teach us to bear thj chastening wrath, oh God ! 

To kiss with quivering lips — still humbly kiss thy rod! 



We bless thee, Lord, though far from Judah*s land ; 

Though our worn limbs are black with stripes and 

[chains ; 
Though for stem foes we till the burning sand ; 

And reap, for others' joy, the summer plains ; 
We bless thee. Lord, for thou art gracious still. 
Even though this last black drop o*erilow our cup of ill 1 



We bless thee for our lost, our beauteous child ; 

The tears, less bitter, she hath made us weep ; 
The weary hours her graceful sports have guiled. 

And the dull cares her voice hath sung to sleep ! 
She was the dove of hope to our lorn ark ; 
The only star that made the Htranjjer's sky less dark ! 
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Our dove b fallen into the spoiler*! net ; 

Rude hands divide her plumes so chastelj white ; 
To the bereaved their one soft star is set. 

And all above is sullen, cheerless night ! 
But still we thank thee for our transient bliss : 
Y9^^ Lord, to scourge our sins remained no waj bat thiit 



At when our Father to mount Moriah led 
The blessing's heir, his age's hope and joj. 

Pleased, as he roamed along with dancing tread. 
Chid his slow sire, the fond, officious boj. 

And laughed in sport to see the yellow fire 

Climb up the turf-built shrine, his destined funeral pyn* 



Even thus our jojous child went lightly on ; 

Bashfully sportive, timourously gay. 
Her white foot bounded from the pavement stone 

Like some light bird from off the quivering spray ; 
And back she glanced, and smiled, in blameless glee ; 
The cars, and helms, and spears, and mystic dance to 



By thee, O Lord, the gracious voice was sent 
That bade the Sire his murtherous task forego : 

When to bis home the child of Abraham went 
His mother's tears had scarce begun to flow. 

Alas ! and lurks there in the thicfit^*s shade, 

The victim to replace our lost devoted maid T 
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Lord, eveii thcouffh thee to hcpe were oow too bold^ 
T^t *tMr«t« 4o £>obt ikjr ftnerof locdespair. 

*Tii anguish ftfL, *tn 4M>iii£ut, fiiiotimid cold. 
To think iHTir sad me are, how blsst we nranS 

To speak of her is wretchedness, and jnet 

lllraie aigrief mose^eep^andibitteierto for^stti 

Oh Lord our God ! why was she e*er our own 1 
Why is she not our own— our trt^asure still t 

We could have | ^issed our heavy years alone. 
Alas ! is this to bow us to thy will 1 

Ah, even our humblest prayers we make repine. 

Nor, prostrate thus on earth, our hearts to thee rosi^. 

Forgive, forgive — even should our full hearts break, 
The broken heart thou will not, Lord, despise : 

Ah ! thou art still too gracious to forsake. 
Though thy strong hand heavily chastise. 

Hear all our prayers, hear not our murmurs. Lord ; 

And, though our lips rebel, still m*ike thyself adored* 
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God of the Thnnderl from whoie 6loii4jrflMt 

The fierj winds of Deeolatmi flow^ 
Father of vengeance ! that with purple feet. 

Like a full wine-prees, tread*8t the worid bel oiri 
The embattled armies wait thj sign to alaf , 
Nor springs the beast of havoc on his prej. 
Nor withmng Famine walks his blasted waj« 
Till thou the guilty land hast sealed for wo. 

God of the Jftainbow ! at whose gracious sign 

The billows of the proud their rage suppiess: 
Father of Mercies ! at one word of thine 

An Eden blooms in the waste wilderness ! 
And ^Mintaias qmrkle in the arid sands, 
And timbrels ring in maidens* giancinff hands. 
And marble cities crown the laughing lands. 
And pillared temples rise thj name to bless. 

0*er Judah*s land thy thunders broke, O Loidt 
The chariots rattled o*er her sunken gate. 

Her sons were wasted by the Assyrian sword, 
I'jven her foes wept to see her fallen state ; 

And heaps her ivory palaces became. 

Her princes wore the captive garb of shame. 

Her temple sank amid the smouldering flame. 
For thou didst Vide the tempest cloud of fate. 
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0*er Judah^s land thy rainbow. Lord, shall beam. 

And the sad City lift her crownless head ; 
And songs shall wake, and dancing footsteps ffleam. 

Where broods o'er fallen streets the silence of the dead 
The sun shall shine on Salem's gilded towers, 
On Carmel's side our maidens cull the flowers. 
To deck, at blushing eve, their bridal bowers. 
And angel feet the glitterinir Sion tread. 

Thy rengeance gave us to the stranger's Jiand, 

And Abraham's children were led forth for slaves ; 
With fettered steps we left our pleasant land. 

Envying our fathers in their peaceful graves. 
The stranger's bread with bitter tears we steep. 
And wheu our weary eyes should sink to sleep, 
'Neath the mute midnight we steal forth to weep. 
Where the pale willows shade Euphrates' waves. 

« 

The born in sorrow shall bring forth in joy ; 

Thy mercy. Lord, shall lead thy children home ; 
He that went forth a tender yearling boy, 

Yet, ere he die, to Salem's streets shall come. 
And Canaan's vines for us their fruit shall bear. 
And Hermon's bees their honied stores prepare. 
And we shall kneel again in thankful prayer. 

Where, o'er the cherub-seated God, full blazed 
th' irradiate dome. 
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im BURUL OF SIR JOHN MOOBB. 



Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note. 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried ; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
0*er the grave where our hero we buried* 

We buried him darkly at dead of night. 
The sods with our bayonets turning ; 

Bj the struggling moonbeam's misty light, 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Nor in sheet nor in shroud we wound him ; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 
With his martial cloak nrouiid him. 
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Few and short were the prayers we said. 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow : 
But we stcdfastly gazed on the face of the dead. 

And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought as we hollowed his narrow bed, 

And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o*er his headf 

And we far away on the billow ! 

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone, 
And o'er his cold aslies upbraid him, — 

But little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done, 

When the clock struck the hour for retiring; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone. 
But we left him alone with his glory ! 
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STANZAS. 



If I had thought thou couldst hare died« 

I might not weep for thee ; 
But I forgot when bj thy side, 

That thou couldst mortal be : 
It never through my mind had past. 

That time would e'er be o'er, 
And I on thee should look my last. 

And thou shouldst smile no more i 

And still upon that face I look. 

And think 'twill smile again ; 
And still the thought I will not brook. 

That I must look in vain ! 
But when I speak, thou dost not say. 

What 'thou ne'er left'st unsaid ; 
And now I feel, as well I may. 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead ! 

If thou wouldst stay, e'en as thou art. 

All cold and all serene — 
I still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been ! 
While e'en thy chill, bleak corse I have. 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
And there I lay thee in thy grave- 

And I am now alone ! 
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I do not think, where'er thou art, 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, mar sooth this heart. 

In thinking too €ii thee : 
Tet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne*er seen before. 
As ituBnef Def«r eoald ha?e dimwiit 

And never can reikwd ! 
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TOE HOUR OP DEATH 



LsATBs have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the North-wind*f breatli« 

And stars to set — but all. 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 

Daj is for niortal care. 
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth. 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of furajreri 
But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth I 

The banquet hath its hour, 
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There comes a day for griefs overwhelming powei^i 
A time for softer tears — but all are thine ! 

Youth and the opening rose 
May look hke things too glorious for decay. 

And smile at thee ! — but thou dCrt not of thoae 
That wak the ripened bloom to seise 4beir pragri 
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Leaves ha?e their time to fidl, 
And flowers to wither at the North-wind*8 breath. 

And stars to set — but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death I 



We know when moons shall wane. 
When summer-birds from for shall cross the sea. 

When Autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain ; 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee T 

Is it when spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie t 

Is it when roses in our paths grow pale T 
They have one season — all are ours to die ! 

Thou art where billows foam, 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home. 
And the world calls us forth — and thou art there; 

Thou art where friend meets friend. 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest, 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crett. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the North- wind's breath. 

And stars to set — but all. 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 
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A Requiem ! — and for whom t 

For beauty in its bloom t 
For valour fallen — a broken roie or fword t 

A dirge for king or chief, 

With pomp of stately grief, 
Banner, and torch, and waving plume deplored t 



Not so, it is not so ! 

The warning voice I know. 
From other worlds a strange mysterious tone ; 

A solemn foneral air. 

It called me to prepare. 
And my heart answered secretly-^my own I 



One more then, one more strain, 

In links of joy and pain 
Mighty the troubled spirit to enthral ! 

And let me breathe my dower 

Of passion and of power 
Full into that deep lay — the last of all I 
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The last !^-and I must go 

From this bright world below, . 
This realm of sunshine, ringing with sweet toandl 

Must leave its festal skies. 

With all their melodie*^ 
That ever in mj breast glad echoes found* 



Tet have I known it long : 

Too restless and too strong . 
Within this clay hath been th* overmastering flame ; 

Swifl thoughts, that came and went, 

Like torrents o*er me sent. 
Have shaken, as a reed, my thrilling frame. 



Like perfumes on the wind. 

Which none may stay or bind. 
The beautiful come floating through my soul ; 

I strive with yearnings vain. 

The spirit to detain 
Of the deep harmonies that past me roll ! 



Therefore disturbing dreams 

Trouble the secret streams 
And founts of music that o*erflow my breast » 

Something far more divine 

Than may on earth be mine. 
Haunts my worn heart, and will not let me rest. 
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Shall I then fear the tone 

That breathef from worlds unknown f«- 
Snrehr these fererish aspirations there 

Shall grasp their full desire. 

And this unsettled fire, 
Born calmlj, brightlj, in immortal air 



One more then, one more strain. 

To earthlj joj and pain 
A rich, and deep, and passionate farewell 1 

Ipour each fervent thought 

With fear, hope, trembling, fraught, 
Into the notes that o*er mj dust shall swelL 
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It wared not through «n Eastern 0ky« 
Beside ^ fount of Arabj ; 
It was not fanned bj southern breeze 
In some green isle of Indian seas, 
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep 
0*er stream of Aftic, lone and deep 



But fair the exiled Palm-tree grew 
Midst foliage of no kindred hue ; 
Thro* the laburnum's dropping gold 
Rose the light shaft of orient mould, 
And Europe's violets, faintly sweet. 
Purpled the moss- beds at its feet. 



Strange looked it there ! — the willow streamed 
Where silvery waters near it gleamed ; 
The lime-bough lured the honey bee 
To murmur by the desert's tree, 
And showers of snowy roses made 
A luatre in its fan-like shade. 
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There came an eve of festal hoiin-«- 
Rieh music filled tthat gardeo'^ bowan : 
Lamps, that from flowering braoehes hung. 
On sparks a£4mw soft coloura flung'. 
And bright foxu^ glanoed — a fisury ahov— 
Under the Uossoms to and flro. 



But one, a lone one, midst the throng, 
Seemed reckleas all of dance or song : 
He was a youth of duskj mein. 
Whereon. the Indian sun had been. 
Of elated .brow, and long black haii^— 
A stranger, like the Palm-tree there. 



And slowlj, sadlj, moved his plumes. 
Glittering athwart the leafj glooms : 
He passed the pale green olives by. 
Nor won the chesnut flowers his eye ; 
But when to that sole Palm he came, 
Then-shot a rapture through his frame I 



To him, to him, its rustling spoke. 
The silence of his soul it broke ! 
It whispered of its own bright isle, 
That lit the ocean with i\ sinile ; 
Aye, to his ear that native tone 
Had something of the sea-wares moan . 
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Hb inother*8 cabin home, that laj 
Where feathery cocoas fringed the baj ^ 
The dashing of his brethren's oar. 
The conch-note heard along the shore ; 
All thro* his wakening bosom swept : 
He clasped his country^s Tree and wept I 



Oh ! scorn him not ! — th^ strength, whereby 

The patriot girds himself to die, 

Th* unconquerable power, which fills 

The freeman battling on his hills. 

These have one fountain deep and clear— 

The same whence gushed that child-like tear ! 
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THE BfEBTINO OF THE BEOTHBBt. 

The Toices of two forest bojA, 

In jears when hearti entwine« 
Had filled with childhood's meirj noise 

A vallej of the Rhine. 
To rock and stream that sound was known, 
Gladsome as hunter's bugle tone. 

The sunnj laughter of their ejes 
There had each vinejard seen ; 

Up every cliff whence eagles rise. 
Their bounding step had been ; 

Aj ! their bright jouth a glory threw 

O'er the wild place wherein they grew 

But this, as day-spring's flush, was brief 

As early bloom or dew ; — 
Alas ! 'tis but the withered leaf 

That wears the enduring hue ! 
Those rocks along the Rhine's fidr shore* 
Might girdle in their world no more. 

For now on manhood's verge they stood. 

And heard life's thrilling call. 
As if a silver clarion woo'd 

To some high festival ; 
And parted as young brothers part. 
With love in each unsullied heart. 
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Thoy parted — soon tlie paths diride 
Wherein our steps were one. 

Like river-branches, far and wide 
Dipsevering as tliej run. 

And making strangers in their course 

Of waves that had the same bright ioiirao. 

Met they oo more 7 — once more thej met, 
Those kindred hearts and true ! 

*Twas on a field of death, whero jet 
The battle-thunders flew, 

Though the fierce day was well-uigli past. 

And the red sunset smiled its last 

But as the combat closed, they found 
For tender thoughts a space, 

And ev'u upon that bloody ground 
Room for one brief embrace, 

And pourd forth on each other ^s iieok 

Such tears as warriors need not check. 

The mists o'er boyhood's memory spreac 

All melted with those tears 
The faces of the holy dead 

Rose as in vanish 'd years : 
The Rhine, the Rhine, the ever blessed 
Lifted its voice in each full breast ! 

Oh \ was it then a time to die T 
It was ! — that not in vain 
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The soul of chi]dhood*8 purity 
And peace might turn again. 
A ball swept forth — 'twas guided well- 
Heart unto heart those brothers felL 

Happy, yes, happy thus they go ! 

Bearing from earth away 
Affections, gifted ne'er to know 

A shadow — a decay, 
A passing touch of change or chill, 
A breath of aught whose breath can kilL 

And they, between whose sever'd souls. 

Once in close union tied, 
A gulf is set, a current rolls 

For ever to divide, — 
Well may they envy such a lot. 
Whose hearts yearn on — ^but mingle nol. 
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